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INTRODUCTION. 



Of all the literary treasures of a people, none more enrich 
the language, and exalt the sentiment of a nation than their 
minor poems. 

By far the greater numher of poems of this class, in the 
English language, are designated by the ill-defined and pro- 
miscuously-used appellations of song and ballad. Though 
this community of name would naturally suggest some simi- 
larity of form or character in these poems, such is far from 
being the case : in structure of verse — in length — in senti- 
ment — and in subject matter, their variety is as rich, and aa 
endless, as that of the leaves and flowers of spring. 

These little creatures of poetry, clothed in their draperies 
of rich and flowing verse, mingle with our most laborious 
thoughts, refresh our weary minds, and strew the thousand 
paths of memory with sweet, unfading flowers. 

They consecrate the names they mention, and embalm the 
noble thoughts which they express. Like lovely hamadryads 
they seem to haunt our hills and dales, of which they sing ; 
they perpetuate our deeds of glory ; and, seizing in their soft 
embrace our legends, almost dead, they breathe into them 
the undying soul of poetry, and render them immortal. 

This great dissimilarity — this endless variety would seem 
to indicate classification, as the first duty of the ct\\.\^.< '^^ 
assist the poet, to direct the student, and \o \it%;N^w\> ^^"o^^ 
MOD, B careful amiiigenient of minor pQ«xn% ^ ov^^ ^J^'N 
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to be indispensable : yet this task has been hitherto unac- 
countably neglected. 

The flowers beautiful, but short-lived — the shells worth- 
less, except for their gracefulness, have been distributed 
into genera and species, and carefully arranged.- Even the 
fairy race — the unreal inhabitants of dreamland — have been 
divided into tribes, and distinguished by well-known deno- 
minations. Gnome, sylph, and naiad, each designate a dif- 
ferent species, and classify these fancy-born legions. To 
the minor poems alone, of all the forms of beauty known 
upon the earth, have been hitherto denied arrangement, or 
classification, or useful nomenclature. 

With the sole exception of that species of minor poem, 
which is expressed in a single stanza of fourteen lines, and 
designated a "sonnet," there is not one described by a class 
name, which conveys an exact idea of its length, or character, 
or subject. 

The appellation of ballad is given indiscriminately to the 
amatory lyric of eight lines, and to the romantic narrative 
of eight hundred. When a poem is described as a ballad, it 
is impossible, from such description, to conjecture whether 
the poem be a serenade, or a war song, or a pastoral, or a 
legend. The comprehension of the term has been enlarged 
until it has become unmeaning and useless. A similar course 
has produced a similar result with respect to all the other 
denominations of minor poems, except the sonnet. 

To attempt to classify the minor poems — to undertake a 
task, from which so many able critics have shrunk, may 
appear presumptuous. No doubt difficulties beset, on many 
' sides, the arranger of minor poetry. To measure and clas- 
sify these sweet breathings of the immortal spirit-is no easy 
task: yet, unless this be done, at least to some extent, the 
c:laM names at present in use can serve onVy Vi m\%\ft8A. 
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To limit the comprehension of the present class names, 
and, by so doing, to mark out and define the classes of minoi 
poems described by such names, appears the simplest mode 
of arranging and classifying this numerous and beautiful 
oiflfbpring of the love of immortality. 

" Sonnets," I have already obseryed, are a well-defined 
class of poems ; but, with this solitary exception, all minor 
poems in the English language, which may be sung, have 
been hitherto described by the general term of *' songs." 
If, however, a mere capability of being set to music and 
sung, constitutes a "song," then the name of "song** 
would be properly applicable to every work in prose or 
poetry, for all such works, without exception, may be mu- 
/> dcally arranged and sung. 

Instead of this loose description, I assume a song to be a 
minor poem, which, from its length, may be conveniently 
song at one time. I fix that length arbitrarily, and say 
that it should not exceed, at most, four stanzas, or forty 
lines; and I, thereupon, define a song to be a minor poem, 
which does not exceed in length four stanzas or forty lines. 
If it contun more than four stanzas, or if the stanzas into 
which it be divided contain, altogether, more than forty 
lines, I would exclude such poem ftrom the class of songs. 

A subdivision of the large class of minor poems, which 
range within these limits of the song, appears desirable. A 
distribution of them, into what may be termed the greater 
and the lesser song, will, in my opinion, conduce much to a 
lucid arrangement of minor poetry. If this be not done, 
the name of song will be given, indiscriminately, to the 
comparatively lengthened ode of war or liberty, and to the 
miniature lyric, which expresses a single gem-Uikft >(X!kss^'^gDX 
and is short enough to form the posy fox «i Tvn%. ^^^^ 
two cImmcs of poems ought to be ^fttou^ius^^^ ^^ 
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attempt to make this distinction, by naming poems of the 
first class << bongs," and those of the second, '' sonolets." 

These songlets, the smallest, but often the loveliest of the 
minor poems, are, aboye all others, the most difficult to de- 
fine. These little creatures of the imagination delight to 
stretch their tiny forms through lines and stanzas, both so 
short, that it is quite impossible to mark out their limits by 
the number of lines or stanzas they contain, in such a man- 
ner as to distinguish them from the song. Their smallness 
can only be detected by weighing the entire mass: and, 
adopting this method, I define a songlet to be a minor poem, 
whieh does not contain more than one hundred syllables. 

Although this mode of measurement may be unusual, I 
do not think it inconvenient ; and practice assures me that 
it is sufficient to distinguish the greater from the lesser song. 
The eye well accustomed to the structure of verse will, in 
most cases, at once distinguish the songlet from the song. 
In very few instances will it be required to count the sylla- 
bles. The number of lines in the poem, and the number of 
feet in each line, taken together, will readily point out the 
total number of syllables, and thereby determine the class 
to which the poem is to be referred. 

The minor poems, which do not extend beyond four stanzaa 
or forty lines, being thus divided into the sonnet, the song- 
let, and the song, it only remains to classify those minor 
poems, which exceed the limits of the song. This large 
number of poems I distribute into two great divisions, which 
I distinguish by the denominations of the ** ballad," and 

the " ROMANCE." 

Under the name of *' romance" I class all minor poems 
Jctnsrer than the song, which are entirely narrative, or in 
frA/c/i the narrative preponderates above the other subject 
^tter. 
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Under the name of '* ballad'* I class all minor poeu 
longer than the song, which are not narrative, or in whi< 
the other subject matter preponderates above tlie narrativi 

In shortness these two classes are limited ; both must 1 
longer than the song : but to the length of either I do U' 
assign a limit. The ballad widens into the didactic poeu 
the romance mounts into the epic. But the greater poe 
cannot be confounded with the lesser, from which it mi 
hare sprung. It may partake, indeed, in some degree, of 
common nature with its germ, but it differs from it in fe 
ture and in size, as much as the full-grown oak differs fro 
the tiny acorn, from which it derives its birth. 

I, therefore, distribute the entire mass of minor poet 
into five great classes, which I thus denominate ac 
define : — 

First, the ** sonnet" — A minor poem contained within 
single stanza of fourteen lines. 

Second, the ** sonolet" — A minor poem containing n 
more than one hundred syllables. 

Third, the '*song" — A minor poem longer than tl 
Bonglet, and not exceeding in length four stanzas, or fori 
lines. 

Fourth, the " bomance" — A minor narrative poem long 
than the song. 

fifth, the ** ballad" — A minor poem longer than tl 
8ong, and not a narrative poem. 

Into these five classes of "sonnet," "songlet," **song 
** ballad," and *' romance," the entire body of minor poen 
may, I think, be conveniently divided. 

The first four of these class names may be sometimes at 
Tantageously united to terms explanatory oC \.Vi^ viVa.\%kN 
of the poems they describe. Thus tlie comvowcA^V^^^^'^ 
**Jove soanet," ** dirge souglet,'* '*vrax %ov\^" *'''^^ 
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ballad," indicate, besides the length, the character of the sub* 
ject matter of the poems so designated. 

When, adopting my definitions, a poem is styled a ** war 
song," we may know, by this description alone, that it is a 
minor poem, containing more than one hundred syllables* 
and not exceeding forty lines, or four stanzas, in length, 
and that the subject matter of the poem is war. Greater 
accuracy than this can hardly be expected in a class namci 
and would not, I think, be desirable. 

The term ** romance," as defined by me, indicates both 
the character and length of the class of poems which it 
designates. Compound epithets will, therefore, be unneces* 
sary in this class. The most convenient mode of describing 
a romance will be, to unite the class name to the title of the 
poem, which latter ought, I conceive, to be either the eveni 
narrated in the poem, or the name of the hero of that event. 
This mode of description will give, concisely, a clear idea 
of the class and character of the poem : thus, if a poem be 
styled "the romance of Agincourt," we are informed 
. by this name that the poem so described is a minor narrative 
poem, exceeding forty lines in length, relating the history, 
and celebrating the glory of the battle of Agincourt. 

I have thus attempted to reduce to some discipline, how- 
ever imperfect, the great host of minor poetry — those light- 
armed legions, created by genius to assist in achieving 
glory, and which still sentinel its bright dwellings in the 
land of fame. 

This is no easy task, nor is a first attempt likely to be 

successful, so numerous, and varied, and undisciplined, i9 

that host of minor poems, which advance, and skirmish, 

and swarm, over the great battle-field of poetic fame — that 

grJorlous battle-Seld, on which the mighty ones of the earth 

^are, through all timef waged their mteWftcl\i«\Yrax,^^^sM!ii^ 
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ft)r conquests in the regions of the sublime and beautifUl, 
and striying for the sovereignty of the soul. 

The classification and nomenclature which I hare here 
rentured to introduce, is adopted throughout this volume, 
which, however, contains only poems of the three first 
classes — namely, sonnets, songlets, and songs. 

Of these Irish sonnets, songs, and songlets, this volume 
ccmtains above three hundred. It exhibits specimens of the 
different styles of fifty Irish poets, and thus affords a fair 
test of the merits and applicability of the arrangement and 
nomenclature, which I have presumed to offer to the public. 

Although this attempt of mine to form a system may be 
imperfect, I trust that it will be productive of useful results. 
I hope that it may direct the attention of abler minds to this 
neglected, but necessary task, and thus, at length, procure 
iti completion. I trust, that the definitions, which I have 
here ventured on,* may, though deficient, thus prove the 
first flunt glimmerings of classification — dawning glimpses 
of arrangement, heralding the sun of settled order, and 
proclaiming that it shall shortly rise, to rule, and regulate, 
these lesser realms of poetry. 

HERCULES ELLIS, 

8, Hardwicke-place, Dublin. 
Ternary 8, 1849. 
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THE HEAVEN OF SONG. 
Song. 

UBS. nOHB. 

The day was foding into rest ; 

The waves had sunk to their repose ; 
And in the regions of the hlest, 

The evening star serenely rose. 
Soft sounds were floating on the air, 

As though some seraph voice w^re near ; 
Tidings of heaven they seemed to bear» 

And dull the eye that shed no tear. 

Methinks that, wafted by their breath, 

The spirit, flred, could soar above — 
Dissolve, without the pang of death, 

And fade into a dream of love. 
And kindred souls, that jointly feel. 

Seem mingled in that heaven of song ; 
Closer their bonds of fondness steal — 

Their thoughts more pure, their Vove laot^ «\xoxv%. 
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Ob, music I every tender mind 

Hallows thy magic with a sigh ; 
The tear» so guiltless and refined. 

Glitters in beauty's angel eye ; 
And love, enchanter of the earth, 

Breathes his own eloquence in thine. 
Often thy charms haye given him birth — 

Sweetened by thee, he is divine. 



BEAUTY. 
Song. 

Oh ! beauty, in all lands and time. 

Enchantress of the heart. 
Why does your Eden-breathing prime. 

In grief so oft depart ? 
Tour snowy bosom, formed to bless. 

The home of woe appears ; 
And like the mlnbow's loveliness. 

Seems bom to bloom in tears. 

Tou urge dark envy's secret stroke, 

But do not ward the blow ; 
A thousand dangers you invoke, 

Bat safety's path ne'er show. 
Like those bright plumes the ostrich wears. 

That tempt the hunter's eye, 
And gird the bird with deadly snares. 

Vet aid it not to fly. 
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As lightning, drawn by bright steel arms, 

Brings down the warrior's fate ; 
So beauty's panoply of charms 

Attracts the bolts of hate. 
When slander wounds her gentle breast, 

And hope's last ray is flown. 
Oh 1 where from woe shall beauty rest ? 

Alas I in death alone. 



HOPE. 
SongUt. 

• GOLDSMITH. 

The wretch condemned with life to part, 

Still 1 still ! on hope relies ; 
And every pang, that rends the heart. 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glinmiering taper's light. 
Adorns, and cheers the way : 

And still, as darker grows the night. 
Emits a brighter ray. 



CHIDE NOT THE TEAR. 

Chide not the tear! joy bids it flow, 
'Mid smiles along my cheeks ; 

Like those bright streamlets ofPetw, 
That gush when daylight breakB. 
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The rapture, that hath seized my breast, 
Through eyery pulse careers, 

And my fond heart, with joy opprest, 
Now seeks a vent in tears. 

Chide not the tear 1 too soon it dries ; 

For joy's bright hours are brief; 
And while it gushes from my eyes, 

It yields, my heart relief. 
The dark storm cloud with lightning filled. 

In rain-drops disappears : 
And thus my gloom, with raptures thrilled, 

Now melts away in tears. 



I NE'EB COULD ANY LUSTBE SEE. 

Song. 



SHBBIDAN. 



I ne'er could any lustre see. 

In eyes, that would not look on me ; 

I ne'er saw nectar on a lip. 

But where my own did hope to sip. 

Has the maid, who seeks my heart, 
Cheeks of rose, untouched by art ? 
I will own the colour true. 
When /Jelding blushes aid their hue. 
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Is her hand so soft and pure ? 
I must press it, to be sure ; 
Nor can I be certain then, 
'Till it grateful press again. 

Must I, with attentive eye. 
Watch her heaving bosom sigh ? 
I will do so, when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. 



SUMMER BIBDS. 
SongXet. 

The swallow departeth. 
That fed from our hand ; 

And faithless deserteth 
Our storm-beaten land : 

For when tempests grieve us, 
And winter descends, 

The summer birds leave us, 
And seek other friends. 

He cares not for flowers. 

Whose odour is shed ; 
He stays not in bowers. 

Whence sunshine is fled : 
For when tempests grieve us. 

And winter descends, 
The summer birds leave ua. 

And seek other fnenda. 
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MOLLY ASTHOKE. 
Song. 

FROM THE miSH. 

FUBLOMQ. 

Oh I Mary dear I bright, peerless flower — 
Pride of the plains of Nair — 

Behold me droop through each dull hour. 
In soul-consuming care. 

In friends — in wine — ^where joy was found- 
No joy I now can see ; 

But still, while pleasure reigns around, 
I sigh, and think of thee. 

The cuckoo's notes I love to hear. 

When summer warms the skies ; 
When fresh the banks and braes appear. 

And flowers around us rise : 
That blithe bird sings her song so clear, 

And she sings where the sunbeams shine- 
Her voice is sweet — but, Mary dear. 

Not half so sweet as thine. 

From town to town I've idly strayed, 

Tre wandered many a mile ; 
IVe met ¥rith many a blooming maid. 

And owned her charms the while ; 
IVe gazed on some, that then seemed fair. 

But when thy looks I see, 
I find there's none, that can compare, 

JMf- Mary, dear, with thee I 
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THE DESERTER'S LAMENTATION. 

Song. 

CURRAN. 

If, sadly thinking, 
With spirits sinking, 
Could more than drinking 

Our griefs compose — 
A cure for sorrow. 
From grief I'd borrow. 
And hope to-morrow 

Might end my woes. 

But since in wailing 
There's nought availing. 
For death unfailing 

Will strike the blow ; 
Then for that reason. 
And for a season. 
Let us be meiry 

Before we go 1 

A way-worn ranger. 
To joy a stranger. 
Through every danger 

My course I've run ; 
Now death befriending. 
His last aid lending. 
My griefs are ending, 

My woes are done. 
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No more a rover, 
Or hapless lover, 
Those cares are over — 

My cup runs low ; 
Then, for that reason. 
And for the season, 
Let us be merry 

Before we go. 



THE MAIDEN. 

Songlet. 

The maiden 

Seems laden 
With some deep unrest ; 

Some grieving 

Seems heaving 
The snows of her breast. 

Quick bright'ning. 

As lightning 
O'er summer sky breaks. 

Her blushing 

Is flushing 
The heaven of her cheeks. 

Love growing 

Is showing 
Through each thin disguise. 

Bright glancing. 

And dancing, 
Witbin her dark eyes. 
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Deep thrilliDg "^ 

'Tis filling 
Her heart with soft fires. 

With heavings, 

And grievings, 
And gentle desires. 



LOVE AND DUTY. 

Now, I am thine ! and thou art mine I 

By loYe and duty joined for ever ; 
I feel my heart is bound to thine 

By ties, that time nor fate can sever ; 
Our lore's long trials, and dark fears — 

The wrongs, that slander heaped around thee — 
My yery woes, and hidden tears, 

More closely to my heart have bound thee : 
And love and duty now combine 
To make me thine ! for ever thine ! 

Although my bosom long seemed cold, 

'Twas not the snow that it resembled ; 
For when thy tale of love was told. 

Beneath each thrilling word it trembled : 
But, when my heart leaped to my tongue. 

And I had more than half consented. 
Upon my lips stem duty hung, 

And the half-uttered word prevented : 
For duty bade me then to pine, 
And say I nerer could be thine. 
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Say not the lips, that duty stilled* 

Shall fail to breathe love's true deyotion ; 
Think not the heart, that daty chilled, 

Shall cease to feel love's warm emotion. 
When duty bids what love inspires. 

Affection ne'er can know declining ; 
For truth and honour fan love's fires. 

And keep them ever brightly shining. 
Thus, love and duty now combine 
To make me thine I for ever thine I 



WHEN FILLED WITH THOUGHTS OF LIFE'S 

YOUNG DAY. 

GBIFFiN. 

When filled with thoughts of life's young day, 

Alone in distant climes we roam. 
And year on year has rolled away, 

Since last we viewed our own dear home. 
Oh, then, at evening's silent hour. 
In chamber lone or moonlight bow'r. 
How sad on memory's listening ear. 
Come long lost voices sounding near ; 
Like the wild chime of village bells 
Heard far away in mountain dells. 

But, oh ! for him let kind hearts grieve. 

His term of youth and exile o'er, 
Who sees in life's declining eve 

With altered eyes his native shore ! 
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With aching heart and weary brain. 
Who treads those lonesome scenes again ! 
And backwards views the sanny hours, 
When first he knew those ruined bow'rs, 
And hears in every passing gale 
Some best affections dying wail. 

Oh, say, what spell of power serene 
Can cheer that hour of sharpest pain. 

And turn to peace the anguish keen. 
That deeplier wounds, because in vain ? 

'lis not the thought of glory won. 

Of hoarded gold or pleasure gone. 

But one bright course, from earliest youth, 

Of changeless faith — unbroken truth. 

These turn to gold, tlfe vapours dun, 

That close on life's descending sun. 



THE LOVE BEACON. 

Blaze high my light ! this starless night. 

Above the rocky bay. 
And guide the wandering bark aright. 

Until the dawn of day : 
On such a night, my own true love 

Was lost on yonder reef; 
And I was left alone to prove 

The pangs of hopeless grief: 
Blaze high my light ! this starless ul^^t^ 
And guide the wandering bar\L atV^XvXu 
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It calms the anguish of my soul. 

To think this fevered hand 
May warn the seaman from that shoaI» 

And guide him safe to land : 
It cools the burning of my brow, 

To hope my light may save 
Some breast, like mine, from cureless grief, 

Some brave heart from the grave : 
Blaze high my light ! this starless night. 
And guide the wandering bark aright. 



THE GIPSY. 

Sons. 

LYSAGHT. 

** Little gipsy declare," 

Said the sweet-smiling fair, 
** If he dared of my power to complain ;" 

** No, not even in thought, 

" Would he dare to find fault : 
*' He adores the loved cause of his pain. 

" His passion's so pure 

** That he could not endure 
*' Fond hopes, if he thought they'd displease ; 

*• To his heart, so sincere, 

** Tour bliss is more dear 
** Than his own, by a thousand degrees I 
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" At the foot of the hiU, 

** Where the willows distil 
" Crystal dewdrops, he seeks the night's gloom ; 

•* Ere a twelvemonth goes round, 

** A few friends shall be found 
** Shedding sympathy's tears o'er his tomb I" 

** Little gipsy, away !" 

Said the lady so gay. 
Nor pitied her true lover's doom I 

The twelvemonth's gone round, 

Cold he lies in the ground, 
And the willows wave over his tomb. 



THE COLD KIND GRAVE. 
Song. 

Come to my bosom weary one. 
The cold kind grave is hourly crjdng ; 

Fear not the death pang — soon 'tis gone. 
For short and slight's the pain of dying. 

Come to my bosom man of woes, 
From earthly care and sorrow flying ; 

And I will shield thee from thy foes. 
And give thee rest and peace undying. 

Come to my bosom broken heart, 

Like a kind mother it is calling. 
And I will join thee, ne'er to part 

From those, for whom thy tears axe iaWvft^. 



I 
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THE BLUSH OF MORN. 
Song. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

MISS BALFOUR. 

The blush of mom at length appears ; 
The ha¥rthom weeps in dewy tears ; 
Emerging from the shades of night» 
The distant hills are tipped with light ; x 
The swelling breeze, with balmy breath, 
Wafts fragrance from the purple heath ; 
And warbling woodlarks seem to say^ 
Sweet Anna I *ti8 the dawn of day ! 

Ah ! didst thou love's soft anguish feel, 
No sleep thy weary eye would seal ; 
But to the bank thou wouldst repair. 
Secure to meet thy lover there. 
In pity to my pangs awake ! 
Unwilling I thy slumbers break ; 
But longer absence would betray 
I met thee at the dawn of day. 

Yet though our parents now may frown. 
Some pitying power our vows shall crown ; 
Be constancy and truth but thine. 
While youth, and health, and love are mine ; 
Then shall our hearts united glow. 
With all that fondness can bestow. 
And love extend his gentle sway 
O'er close of eve, and dawn of day. 
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THE BLACKBIRD. 
Son0let. 

Sweet songster of the sable plume, 

And beak of yellow gold, 
Once more your cheerful song resume, 

And let your loves be told ; 
For aU so merrily you sing, 
Joy seems to nestle 'neath your wing. 

Of green hills, where the cowslip blooms, 

The blackbird's sweet song tells ; 
Of cottage bliss, and happy homes, 

Where love with kindness dwells ; 
And all so cheerily 'tis sung. 
The hearer's heart seems growing young. 



FAITHLESS EMMA. 
Song. 

Sm OEOROE ALLEY. 

I wandered once, at break of day. 
While yet upon the sunless sea. 
In wanton sighs the breeze delayed, 
And o'er the wavy surface played. 
Then first the fairest face I knew, 
First loved the eye of softest blue, 
And ventured, fearful, first to sip 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 

Of faifchless Emma\ 
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So mixed the rose and lily's white, 

That nature seemed uncertain quite, 

To deck her cheek, which flower she'd choose, 

The lily or the blushing rose. 

I wish I ne'er had met her eye. 

Ne'er seen her cheek of doubtful dye. 

And never, never dared to sip 

The sweets that hung upon the lip 

Of faithless Emma! 

For though, from rosy dawn of day, 
I rove along, and anxious stray. 
Till night, with curtain dark descend, 
And day no more its gleamings lend. 
Yet still, like hers, no cheek I find, 
Like hers, no eye, save in my mind ; 
Where, still, I fiEuicy that I sip 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 

OffjuthlessEmma! 



THE DROOPING ROSE.* 
Song. 

JOHN d'aLTON. 

Why does the drooping rose delight ? 

Its blush is gone — ^its bloom is o'er ; 
Yet, fading in the blast of night. 

It wins the eye of pity more. 

• From the poem of " Dermid." 
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The tottering pile — the mined hall — 
The aged arch — the ivied wall, 
Steal on the soul a cherished care, 
And leave a softened sorrow there. 

The lone survivor of the storm 

More dearly wins the pensive soul, 
With branches seared, and leafless form. 

Than when spring's gentlest zephyrs roll 
I>elighted, through its foliage green, 
Embalming every bud between. 
The heart of grief unlearns despair. 
When soothed by kindred ruin there. 

But, when the exile's eye has scanned, 

In every trace of fSUlen pride. 
Some emblem of his native land, 

. To freedom lost, to hope denied : 
Oh 1 who can tell, what love he bears 
To every living scene that wears 
A look of sympathy, that's twined 
With thought of country in his mind ? 



THE WOODBINE. 
Song. 

Oh 1 sing again that simple lay. 
For on each wild, sweet, note. 

The loves and joys of childhood's day, 
AH freshly seem to float. 
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Blent with that strain the roses breathe, 
And swell the song of birds ; 

And fragrant woodbine seems to wreathe 
Its tendrils through the words. 

My native vallej sieems to rise, 

All sweet with new-mown hay ; 
My garden blooms before my eyes, 

And rings with that wild lay : 
With every tone of that sweet song. 

My scenes of youth seem twined, 
And, in a thousand bright forms, throng 

Upon my ravished mind. 



HARK! HABK! THE SOFT BUGLE. 

GRIFFIN. 

Hark ! hark ! the soft bugle sounds over the wood, 

And thrills in the silence of even. 
Till faint, and more faint, in the far solitude, 

It dies on the portals of heaven ! 
But echo springs up fh)m her home in the rock, 

And seim the perishing strain ; 
And sends the gay challenge with shadowy mock. 

From mountain to mountain again ! 

And again ! 

From mountain to mountain again. 
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Oh, thus let my love, like a sound of delight, 

Be axonnd thee while shines the glad day, 
And leave thee, unpain'd in the silence of night, 

And die like sweet music away. 
While hope, with her wann light, thy glancing eye fills. 

Oh, say, " Like that echoing strain. 
Though the sound of his loye has died over the hills. 

It will waken in heaven again. 

And again ! 

It will waken in heaven again." 



'TWAS I YOU LOVED. 

'Twas I, then, that you loved 1— 'twas I ! 

Oh 1 break my heart ! 
It was for me your tear and sigh 

So oft would start : 
Tet, blind and senseless as the dead, 
Another maid I forced you wed, 

And doomed your peace and mine to die 

For it was I you loved I — 'twas I ! 

Upon the wreath I wove your bride. 

Fast rained my tear. 
" Blest should I be— thrice blest 1" I cried. 

Were I thus dear : 
With trembling step and faltering tongue, 
I moved your bridal band among ; 
To buy your peace content to die — 
When it was I you loved I — 'tvaa 1\ 
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Why not, with manly truth, make known' 

Yonr long-felt flame ? 
One word would have made me yonr own. 

Though all should blame. 
Alas 1 your silence caused my death ; 
Tet e'en while ebbs my dying breath, 
Still I feel blest, whene'er you cry— 
'Twas I you loved ! — 'twas 1 1 — 'twas 1 1 



THY SPIRIT IS FROM BONDAGE FREE. 

Song. 

LTSAQHT. 

Thy spirit is from bondage free 1 
Death gave thee guiltless liberty ; 
Sweet victim of ungrateful love, 
Flit happy through the realms above 1 

No priest am I, with rigid role. 
Thy merits to arraign ; 

No dunce untaught in sorrow's school, 
I feel for others' pain. 
An humble offering on thy bier, 
I drop a sympathetic tear ! 

Life's toils are merdfiilly brief; 
Death gives the woe-worn heart relief; 
When hope is fled, 'tis bliss to die — 
OriefB ending with a single sigYi. 
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Delusiye loye diBsolves the heart, 

Where yiyid passions glow ; 
The fault was nature's — ^thine the smart ; 
I well can feel thy woe ; 
Sweet yietim may'st thou through heayen's skies, 
A kindred spirit recognize. 



THE SENSITIVE LINNET.' 
Song. 

DEBMODT. 

My fond social linnet, to thee 
What dear winning charms did belong 1 
Oh my hand thou wouldst carol with glee. 
On my bosom attend to my song ; 
Sweet bird, in return for my strain. 
Thou warbledst thine own o*er again. 

Loye, jealous a bird should thus share 
My affections, shot speedy his dart ; 
To my swain now I sang eyery air ; 
The linnet soon took it to heart ; 
Sweet bird in how plaintiye a strain, 
Thou warbledst thine own jealous pain I 

But faithless my loyer I found. 
And in yain to forget him I tried ; 
The linnet perceiyed my heart's wound. 
He sickened, he drooped, and he died ; 
Sweet bird why to death yield the strain ? 
Thy song would haye lightened my i^^m. 

• Written before Dennody was ten yeaxft oi »B,^. 
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Dear linnet I'll pillow thy head, 
In down I will cofiin thy breast ; 
' And when thy sad mistress is dead. 
Together in peace we will rest ; 
Sweet bird how ill-fated our strain. 
We shall warble, alas I ne*er again. 



STAR OF THE MORN. 
^cm0let. 

Star of the mom thou fadest fast. 

Before the son; 

Thy soft, mild light no more may last. 

For day's begun : 

Thy silver beam is fading fast away. 

Lost in the splendour of the sun's bright ray. 

Star of the mom, like thine, decays 

LoYe's gentle ray ; 

Lost in ambition's midday blaze, 

It fades away ; 

And shines no more upon the heart or mind, 

Tet leaves no light, so pure, and soft, behind. 



OH! LOVELY FLOWERS, 
^onglet. 

Oh ! lovely flowers. 
Bom of the summer sun and showers. 
And fading, when they're gone ; 
Te mind me of love's charming bloom, 
From smiles and tender kmdTie&« eom^. 
And dying, when they're f!LoN?Tv. 
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Like gentle dew, 
Kind words love's fading bloom renew. 

And smiles new life impart ; 
But, when iinkindness, like a frost. 
Descends on love, its bloom is lost. 

And smiles, and joys depart. 



I HAVE A SILENT SORROW. 

Song. 

SHERIDAN. 

I have a silent sorrow here, 

A grief 1*11 ne'er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 

But it consumes my heart. 
This cherished woe, this loved despair, 

My lot for ever be, 
So, my soul's lord, the pangs I bear. 

Be never known to thee. 

And when pale characters of death. 

Shall mark this altered cheek ; 
When my poor, wasted, trembling breath. 

My life's last hope would speak ; 
I shall not raise my eyes to heaven. 

Nor mercy ask for me ; 
My soul despairs to be forgiven. 

Unpardoned, lore, by thee\ 
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CHEER UP. 
Songlet. 

Look up ! look up ! 
Though drunk with sorrows bitter cup, 

Oh ! speak to me ; 
Beneath woe's stroke I scorn to cower, 
And only fear in this dark hour, 

For thee ! for thee I 

Cheer up! cheer up! 
Dash from thine eye the glistening drop ; 

Woe ne'er should move 
A loving heart, like thine, when prest. 
Thus closely, to the faithful breast, 

That owns its love. 



ORA ET LABORA. 

Ora et labora, toil and pray. 
And pray and toil again the live-long day ; 
No rest or quiet dwells upon this earth. 
For rest and quiet are of heavenly birth. 

Ora et labora, toil and pray ; 
Such heaven's command, and such we must obey. 
He, who would win in heaven eternal peace. 
From pray'r and labour here mu&t> nevei cease. 
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Ora et lal:pra, toil and pray ; 
For soon will pass away life's working day, 
And then, to those who toil and pray, is giyen. 
Peace undisturbed, and happiness in heaven. 



BRANCH OF THE SWEET AND EARLY ROSE. 

Son0let* 

FROM THE IRISH. 

DB. DBENNAN. 

Branch of the sweet and early rose. 
That in the purest beauty grows, 
• So passing sweet to smell and sight, 
On whom shalt thou bestow delight ? 

Who, in the dewy eyening walk. 
Shall pluck thee from the tender stalk ? 
Whose temples blushing shalt thou twine ; 
And who inhale thy breath divine ? 



THE DAWNING OF THE DAY. 

(bong. 

Dark ruin now, with gloomy frown. 

Upon our fortune lowers ; 
And one by one the friends are gone. 

Who cheered our happy hours : 
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Yet, list ! while woes we thus deplore, 
Hope smiles, and seems to say, 

Night's darkest hour comes just before 
The dawning of the day. 

For thee ! for thee alone, I strove 

Against a thousand foes ; 
Then dry that tear, my own true lore. 

And cheer me in my woes. 
Oh ! list to hope, and weep no more. 

But smile again, and say. 
Night's darkest hour comes just before 

The dawning of the day. 



HIGH EMPRIZE. 

He, who would rise from low estate. 

By deeds of high emprize. 
Must neyer meanly beg the great 

To aid him in his rise ; 
He must not cringe to gain a friend. 

Though seated on a throne ; 
But on his own right arm depend. 

And bow to Gk>d alone. 

He, who would rise from low estate, 

By deeds of high emprize. 
Must turn from each alluring bait, 

That in his pathway lits *, 
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Must self-denial daily use, 

Nor sloth, nor vice obey ; 
But honour's road, undaunted, choose, 

Though death stand in the way. 

He, who would rise from low estate, 

By deeds of high emprize. 
With head erect, and soul elate. 

Must combat for the prize ; 
By knowledge, worth, and deeds, combined. 

Must gain a glorious name, 
And with the treasures of his mind. 

Buy power, and wealth, and fame. 



THE HAPLESS BIRD. 
Sonfl. 

FROM THE IRISH. 
MISS BBOOKE. 

Oh ! what woes are mine to bear. 
Life's fair mom with clouds o'ercasting , 

Doomed the yictim of despair ! 
Youth's gay bloom pale sorrow wasting. 

Sad the bird that sings alone. 
Flies to wilds, unseen, to languish. 

Pours unheard the ceaseless moan. 
And wastes on desert air ita ang>xvf^\i. 
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Mine, oh! hapless bird, thy fate, 
The plundered nest — ^the lonely sorrow — 

The lost, loved, harmonious mate— 
The wailing night — ^the cheerless morrow. 

Oh ! thou dear hoard of treasured love, 

Though these fond arms should ne*er possess thee, 
Still, still, my heart its faith shall prove. 

And its last sighs shall breathe to bless thee. 



ADIEU FOB EVERMORE. 
Song. 

Bear me away, my gallant steed, 

To some more &voured clime, 
Where honour, still, has honoured meed, 

And worth is not a crime ; 
Within this land there is no place. 

Where truth can safely stay, 
For all is ruled by vile and base. 

Then haste good steed away. 
He shook his bridle rein, and sighed. 

Adieu for evermore ; 
Adieu my native land, he cried. 

Adieu for evermore. 

I cannot act the rebel's part, 
Where all my race were true ; 

I cannot learn the slave's base art. 
And cringe as others do ; 
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There is no land in all the earth 

Where baseness holds sole sway, 
Except the land that gave me birth ; 

Then haste, good steed, away. 
He shook his bridle rein, and sighed, 

Adieu for eyermore ; 
Adieu my native land, he cried, 

Adieu for evermore. 



HAD I A HEART FOB FALSEHOOD FRAMED. 

SHEBIDAN. 

Had I a heart for falsehood framed, 

I ne'er could injure you ; 
For though your tongue no promise claimed, 

Your charms would make me true. 

To you no soul shall bear deceit. 

No stranger offer wrong : 
But friends in all the aged you'll meet. 

And lovers in the young. 

And when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your heart. 
They'll bid aspiring passion rest, 

And act a brother's part. 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 

Nor fear to suffer wrong ; 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet, 

And brothers in the young. 



w 



1 
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SAD IS THE CLOSE OF LOVE. 

The dawn's bright orient flushes, 

Foretel the rising son ; 
The maiden's mantling blushes. 

Proclaim that lore's begun : 
Sweet doth the dawn of morning proye ; 
But sweeter fiEur's the dawn of lore. 

'Mid roselight sweetly beaming, 

Soft sets the parting sun ; 
But sighs and tears, fiBtst streaming. 

Declare when love is gone ; 
Sweet doth the close of evening prove ; 
But ever sad's the close of love ! 



THE CUP OF O'HAEA. 
Song, 

FROM THE IRISH. 

THOMAS FUBLONG. 

Oh 1 were I at rest. 

Amid Arran's green isles, 
Or in climes where the summer. 

Unchangingly smiles; 
Though treasures and dainties 

Might come at a call. 
Still O'Hara's full cup, 

I would prize more than all. 
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But why need I say 

That my choice it must he, 
When the prince of our fathers 

Had loved it like me ? 
Then come jolly Turlough, 

Where friends may he found, 
And our Eian well pledge, 

As that cup goes around. 



MY OLD FRIEND. 

In childhood's years, our smiles and tears, 

Together oft were hlent ; 
And side hy side, in manhood's pride. 

Our happiest hours were spent. 
Thy hair's now white, and wit's wild light 

From thy sunk eye hath past ; 
But worth lives on, and honour's sun 

Beams brightly to the last. 

I proved thy truth in early youth. 

And cannot doubt it now ; 
For honour beams in childhood's dreams. 

As bright as on man's brow ; 
Through good and iU, unflinching still, 

Thou'st been my faithful friend ; 
And I shall be as true to thee, 

'Till death our friendship end. 
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AR HYD A NOS. 

OBIFFIN, 

While the stars of heaven are shining, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Here at midnight lone, reclining, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Fancy flies to those wild howers, 
Sunny fields and springing flowers, 
Where I passed my infant hours, 

Ar hyd a nos. 

To my own beloved mountains, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Rushing streams and quiet fountains, 

Ar hyd a nos. 
Sleepless still my thoughts returning, 
Xieave my lonely bosom mourning. 
And my heart within me burning, . 

Ar hyd a nos. 

There light slumbers blessed my pillow, 

Ar hyd a nos. 
There beside the starlit billow, 

Ar hyd a nos. 
Visions soft to me were given. 
Pure as mountain winds at even, 
Peace for earth and hope for heaven, 

Ar }iyd a nos. 
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Still that Sabbath bell is ringing. 

Ar hyd a nos. 
Still that Sabbath choir is singing, 

Ar hyd a nos ; 
Sounds beloved 1 Oh, restore me. 
With the scenes ye bring before me, 
Hopes that then hung blooming o*er me, 

Ar hyd a nos. 



DBINK'AND SING. 

Song. 

Fill! fill! fill! 
Raise each glass, but do not spill : 

Drink I drink ! drink 1 
Sons of Bacchus never blink. 
Leave to knaves and fools to think 

Clink! clink! clink! 
Empty glasses make dull asses. 
Bumpers fit us for Parnassus. 

Raise! raise! raise! 
Songs of joy in Bacchus' praise : 

Bring! bring! bring! 
Roses breathing of sweet spring. 
And around their blossoms fling ! 

Sing! sing! sing! 
Empt.y glasses make dull asaea. 
Bumpers fit us for PomasaxiA. 
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TO ANNA. 
S^onnet. 

LYS AO H T. 

The rigid, I'm told, say my toils I*m forsaking. 

Neglecting my labours fOT rhyming and raking ; 

I answer : a mind that is active, has leisure 

For black and white letters, for business and pleasure ; 

And I'm always excused, when the fair I write verse on, 

** Tou know, ma'am, our bard is a privileged person ; 

<< He flatters no fribble, he spreads no alarm, 

** If his muse does no good, she at least does no harm.'* 

By ApoUo I swear, I'll praise every sweet creature. 

Whose beauty can beam in a sensible feature ; 

For I ne'er lent my heart to a face plump and jolly^ 

If its glances and smiles were but symbols of folly ; 

But my genius would fanciful garlands entwine. 

To deck lovely Anne, such a portrait as thine I 



BRIGHT POLAR STAR. 

Beacon of night — ^bright Polar star. 
Shine on ! shine on, with light undyin^^^; 

Still, from thy northern seat afar. 
The ray of hope to earth supplying ; 

Blest be thy silver beam, that saves. 
When tempests lower, and seas are swelling ; 

And guides the sailor o'er the waves. 
All BCBtbdesB, to his humble dweWr^i^ 
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When the wide flrmament decays, 

And worn-out worlds and suns are waning, 
Linger the last with thy soft rays — 

Last of the silver stars remaining. 
Then let thy beam to hope give birth, 

Of happy havens still be teUing ; 
And teach man, from the wrecks of earth. 

To seek escape in heavenly dwelling. 



MEMORY. 
Songlet 

GOLDSMITH. 

Oh I memory, thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain. 
To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain. 

Thou, like the world, the opprest oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ; 

And he, who wants each other blessing. 
In thee must ever find a foe. 



'TIS SPRING. 

Song. 

'Tis spring 1 'tis spring I 
I feel the zephyr's downy wing, 
O'er sea and Jand soft hovering ; 
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The grim north wind before him flies ; 
His gentle breathings fill the skies. 
And round our isle these tidings bring, 
'Tis spring ! 'tis spring ! 

'Tis spring 1 'tis spring 1 
Sweet birds now rise upon the wing, 
And make the budding greenwoods ring ; 
Pour forth, amid your joyous flight, 
A diapason of delight ; 
And skyward mounting, gaUy sing, 

'Tis spring ! 'tis spring ! 



THE WOODQUEST. 
Si>oti0Ut. 

Cooing! cooing 1 
Hark how the woodquest now is sueing. 

Amid the shady grove ; 
With notes of tenderness and longing. 
Now pausing — now again prolonging, 

His suit of gentle lore. 

Cooing 1 cooing 1 
His loving purpose still pursuing, 

Again he pours his song ; 
And tenderness and gentle feeling 
Seem, with his music, softly stealing 

The hills and dales among. 
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THE THRUSH. 
Songlet. 

Hark 1 to the thrush, with hreast date, 

Upon the greenwood tree — 
*< Cheer up I cheer up I my gentle mate/' 

He singeth merrily : 
" Sweet spring flowers deck the verdant ground, 
« And all looks bright and fresh around. 

'* The hills are white, with hawthorn bloom, 

" And gay, with wild flowers fair ; 
*' The lilac flings its rich perfume, 

" Upon the balmy air : 
** And eyery blossom in the grove, 
'< Now breathes of spring, and joy, and love." 



SOFT WIND OF SPEING^. 

Joy to my heart you bring. 
Soft wind of spring ! 
Now from the south your course you take. 
Dark winter's icy spell to break. 
And bid the dreaming buds &w«b\LQ — 
Soft wind of spring. 
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Joy round your path you fling, 

Soft wind of spring 1 
The thrush upon his mossy home. 
Amid the snowy hawthorn bloom, 
Inyites you with his song to come — 

Soft wind of spring. 

Joy rides upon your wing, 

Soft wind of spring 1 
For on it come the genial showers. 
And songs of birds, and scent of flowera. 
That breathe delight through all our bowers — 

Soft wind of spring. 



OUR OLD HEDGE. 

Song. 

Our old hedge on the mossy brae. 

Is decked by spring anew ; 
Its shamrock spangled foot is gay. 

With violets so Mue. 
Close to the turf the ivy cleaves. 

That braved the winter's cold ; 
And 'midst its leaves, the primrose weaves 

Its broider of pale gold. 

Our old hedge, now, by rosy May, 
With hawthorn bloom is cvowned ; 

And from each odour-breathing spray, 
Bich perfume floats around. 
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In dazzling showers, when light winds blow, 

The bloom is borne awaj. 
And fidls below, like scented snow. 

Upon the mossj brae. 

From our old hedge now gailj gush 

The birds' blithe songs of spring ; 
The blackbird, linnet, and sweet thrash. 

Amid its covert sing : 
With perfdme, flowers, and crown of snow. 

And thousand woodnotes gaj. 
How loYelj, now, our hedge doth show. 

Upon the mossy brae. 



COME. 
Song. 

Cornel come! come! 
Sweet spring flowers round our garden bloouK-^ 

Gomel come! cornel 
Your long expected step to greet. 
Our linnet tunes his carol sweet ; 
Oh 1 let his warbling urge jou home — 

Cornel come I come! 

Come I come I come I 
Sweet ere, now, weayes her twilight gloom^ 

Come! come! come! 
And bathed in her sweet balmj air. 
Each loyelj thing, now, seems more fair ; 
Oh I let their beautj urge you home — 

Come I come I come I 
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Come! cornel cornel 
With smiles dispel mj heart's deep gloom — 

Gomel come I come I 
For wearily has worn the daj, 
While jon have lingered &r awaj ; 
Oh I let my true loye urge you hove — 

Ck>mel comel come! 



THE HILLS. 
Song. 

The snow has melted from the hills, 
And down them leap the diamond rills; 
Soft woodnotes gush from every bower — 
Touth blooms in every opening flower; 
Clothed in new mantles of bright green, 
Again the hills look young, I ween, . 
Although a thousand years they Ve seen. 

But man, alas I no spring-time knows; 

Ne'er from his head shall melt time's snows ; 

No spring shall smoothe his furrowed fiice. 

Nor raven locks the white replace ; 

On his shtunk form youth ne'er shall bloom, 
Nor jronng^tove make his heart its home. 
Until be sink into the tomib. 
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COULD I HEB FAULTS REMEMBER. 

SotiflUt. 

SHEBIDAM. 

Could I her fkvltfi remember, 

Forgettmg every charm. 
Soon would impartial reason 

The tyrant lore disarm. 

But when, enraged, I number 

Each failing of her mind, 
LoYe, still, suggests each beauty. 

And sees, while reason's blind. 



THE DEATH OF SALE. 

Wounded and fiunt the dying warrior lies. 

Where the cool shadows of the palm tree quiyer 

Lo ! startled fh)m its coyert by his sighs. 
The bulbul flies across the Sutl^ riyer : 

Ely, sweet bird, fly I 

« Bird of my land 1" exdauned the dying Sale, 
** Ely to the home, whence duty bade me sever, 

And say, at Moodkee's flght, for Britain's weal. 
My life-^rtiream flowed beside the Satte^ ^V^^^ 
Fly, sweet bird, fly \ 



60 THE SONGS or IRBLAND. 

<< Saj, if defeat should crash mj gallant band. 
If fortune from the side of Britain wayer, 

The bolt, that smote the glory of my land. 
Pierced, first, my breast beside the Sutlej rirer — 

Fly, sweet bird, fly ! 

<* Seek the brave partner of my heart and life — 
Say that the hours are few, for which we sever ; 

Tell, that for her, while dying in the strife. 
Rose my last sigh, beside the Sutlej river : 

Fly, sweet bird, fly." 



SLEEP THAT LIKE THE COUCHED DOVE. 

GRIFFIN. 

Sleep, that like the couched dove. 

Broods o*er the weary eye. 
Dreams, that with sofD heavings move 

The heart of memory — 
Labour's guerdon, golden rest. 
Wrap thee in its downy vest ; 
Fall like comfort on thy brain. 
And sing the hush-song to thy pain I 

Far from thee be startling fears. 

And dreams the guilty dream ; 
No banshee scare thy drowsy ears. 

With her ill-omened screaxn. 
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But tones of fairy minstrelsj « 
Float, like the ghoiits of somid o*6r thee, 
Soft as the chapel's distant bell. 
And lull thee to a sweet fiirewell. 

Ye, for whom the ashj hearth 

The fearftil housewife clears — 
Te, whose tiny sounds of mirth, 

The nighted carman hears — 
Ye, whose pigmy hammers make 
The wonderers of the cottage wake — 
Noiseless be your airy flight. 
Silent, as the still moonlight. 

Silent go, and harmless come. 

Fairies of the stream — 
Ye, who lore the winter gloom. 

Or the gay moonbeam — 
Hither bring your drowsy store, 
Grathered from the bright lusmore, 
Shake o'er temples, soft and deep. 
The comfort of the poor man's sleep. 



THE ZEBAPH. 
Soti0. 

MOBTAL. 

Oh I loYely zeraph with the golden hair, 
Whence thou art bom, to mortal ears declare ? 
Why to my love-lorn eyes, from day to ^y » 
Thjrform diacloee, oh! lovely zerapYi layl 
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I drew fhxn a pure heart my birth. 

And lired a mortal love ; 
The scorn, and woes, and wrongs, of earth. 

All fiuled my truth to move : 
Freed from the passion's baser part. 

And steeped in heaven's bright djes, 
I spivig, when died mj parrat heart, 

A zeraph to the skies. 



Lore's angels, to our care is given. 

To guard that passion's iHrth — 
To dye its thoughts in hues of heaven. 

And wean it from base earth : 
And, when each takes its heaven-ward wing, 

J07 beams from zeraph's eyes. 
To see a kindred angel spring. 

All radiant, to the skies. 



A love, as pure and warm as thine. 

Will oft the veil remove 
That hides, from earth, the high design 

Of heaven, in holy love ; 
Then are the bright-winged zeraphs seen. 

Descending from heaven's throne. 
And changing passions base and mean; 

To natures like their own. 
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WHEN LOVELY WOMAN STOOPS TO FOLLY. 

GOLDSMITH. 

When loyelj woman stoops to follj, 
And fiqds, too late, that men betraj, 

What ohann can soothe her melancholy, 
What art can wash her guilt away ? 

The onlj art her guilt to coTer, 
To hide her shaine from every eye, 

To giye repentance to her lover. 
And wring his bosom — is to die. 



OH! EBIN! 
Son^Ut. 

JOHN DALTON. 

Oh 1 Erin 1 in thine hour of need. 
Thy warriors wander o'er the earth ; 

For others' liberties they bleed. 
Nor guard the land, that gave them birth : 

In foreign fields, it is their doom. 

To aeek'-their fkme^to find— their toinb. 



64 THE 80N08 OF IRBLAlfD. 

For fhem do friend of earlj days 
A tear of kindred grief shall shed : 

Nor maiden's prayer, nor minstrel's lays. 
Shall hallow their neglected bed. 

They sleep beneath the silent stone. 

To country lost— to fkme unknown. 



THE GREEN SPOT THAT BLOOMS O'ER THE 

DRSERT OF LIFE. 

CURBAN. 

O'er the desert of life, where you vainly pursued 

Those phantoms of hope, which their promise disown. 
Hare you e'er met some spirit, divinely endued. 

That so kindly could say, you don't suffer alone ? 
And, however your fate may have smiled, or have frowned, 

Will she deign, still, to share as the friend or the wife? 
Then make her the pulse of your heart; for you've found 

The green spot that blooms o'er the desert of life. 

Does she love to recall the- past moments, so dear. 
When the sweet pledge of faith was confidingly given. 

When the lip spoke the voice of affection sincere. 
And the vow was exchanged, and recorded in heaven ? 

Does she wish to re-bind, what already was bound. 
And draw closer the claim of the friend and the wife ? 

Then make her the pulse of your heart ; tor you've fqjind 
The green spot that blooms o'er the desert of Ufe. 
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LOVE'S DAY. 
Songlet. 

Love's mom all sweetly opes 
With roseate hues and cloudless hopes ; 
At loYe*« mom young joy seems bom ; 

Sweet mom of loye 1 

LoYo's noon all brightly beams. 
An endless circle of joy it seems; 
Oh ! love's noon is heaven's best boon ; 

Bright noon of love I 

Love's eve all coldly lowers. 
With wintry looks and faded flowers ; 
Ahl love's eve fond hearts doth grieve; 

Cold eve of love I 



LET THK TOAST PASS. 
Song. 



8HEBIDAN. 



Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen. 

Likewise to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant queen, 
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toast pass, 
Drink to the lass, 
I'll wamnt 8be*U prove an eicase foT Wie \£k»»i^. 
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Here's to the maiden, whose dimples we prize. 
And likewise to her, that has none, sir. 

Here's to the maid, with a pair of blue ejes. 
And here's to the nymph, with but one, sir.. 

Let the toast pass, Aq. 

Here's to the miud, with a bosom of snow, 
And to her, that's as brown as a berry ; 

And here's to the wife, with her face full of woe. 
And here's to the girl, that is merry. 

Let the toast pass, &c. 

Let her be clumsy, or let her be slim, 
Toung, or ancient, I care not a feather ; 

So fill the pint bumper, quite up to the brim. 
And e'en let us toast them together. 

Let the toast pass, &c. 



ROSE LIGHT. 

S^ongUt. 

Softly, and sweetly. 
As flies the simmier daylight fleetly. 

The parting sunbeams break ; 
And, steeped in eye's yermillion dyes. 
They make the windless, cloudless skies. 

One rosy-tinted lake. 
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Sottij, and sweetly. 
As dusk and dewy night comes fleetly. 

The rose light disappears : 
And, thus, joy's hue, and love's sweet ray. 
From life's bright hearen, pass away, 

And leaTe it gloom and teart. 



VIBTUE. 
S^ongUt. 

ooldsmIth. 

Virtue, on herself relying, 
Erery passion hushed to rest. 

Loses every pain of dying. 
In the hopes of being blest. 

Erery added pang she suffers. 
Some increasing good bestows ; 

Erery shock, that maUce offers, 
Only rocks her to repose. 



SLEEP. 

Song. 

Sweet sleep, kind sister of repose. 
Mute handmaiden of night. 

Spread thy soft mantle o'er my woes. 
And hide them from my sight *. 
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Oh 1 hear mj prayer, and through dusk air. 

On downy wing descend : 
And hither hear thy halm for care, 

Thy soothing aid extend. 

Bid rosy dreams, in mystic ring» 

Around my lone couch move ; 
And let them hring, on memory's wing. 

Past scenes of youth and lore; 
Let fhendships dead, and loyes long fled. 

In early hrightness come. 
And once more shed, around my head. 

The joys of youth and home. 



OH, FAIBEST AND DEAREST. 

SonsUt. 

Oh ! fiuxest, and dearest. 

If thou couldst remain 
^ As, now, thou appearest. 

Without change, or wane, 
Thy heauty's young charms 

For ever should be, 
Thus clasped in my arms, 

A heaven to me. 

But, dearest, and fairest, 

Since that hope is vain, 
And beauty, the rarest. 

The floonest will wane. 
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Oh I gyre me thy heart's lore, 

And, though beauty flee> 
Thy heart's lore shall still prove 

A hearen to me. 



ADIEU, MAGIC TOKEN. 



LTSAOHT. 



Adieu 1 magic token of fimded affection I 
Thy charm is dlssolred, and we're destined to part ; 

Farewell, faithM witness of all my dejection. 
And troubled emotions, that ruffled my heart ! 



Bereal not to her, whose unkindness reclaims thee. 
The flattering visions, that glittered and fled ; 

But, if, for the solace, thou gavest. she blames thee, 
X)e8cribe how with thorns my sad pillow was spread. 



Relate, if belike she will smile at the telling. 
What sharp mental anguish, unpitied I bore; 

The silent tear flowing, the secret sigh swelling. 
The pangs of the heart, and the hope» ttittX as« Q'«t . 



70 THE 80N08 Ol IBELAMD. 

A PLACE IN THY MEMORY, DEAREST. 

Song« 

GRIFFIN. 

A place in thj memory, dearest, 

Ib all that I claim. 
To pause, and look back, when thou hearest 

The sound of my name. 
Another may woo thee, nearer. 

Another may win and wear ; 
I care not though he be dearer. 

If I am remembered there. 

Bemember me — not as a lover 

Whose hope was cross'd, 
Whose bosom can never recover 

The light it hath lost: 
As the young bride remembers the mother, 

She loves, though she never may see. 
As a sister remembers a brother. 

Oh 1 dearest, remember me. 

Could I be thy true lover, dearest, 

Could*st thou smile on me, 
I would be the fondest and nearest. 

Thai ever loved thee I 
But a doud on my pathway is glooming. 

That never must burst upon thine ; 
And heaven, that made thee all blooming. 
Ne'er made thee to wither onToiii^. 
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Remember me then — O, remember 

M7 calm, light lore ; 
Though bleak, as the blasts of November 

My life may prove, 
That life will, though loi^ely, be sweet. 

If its brightest enjoyment should be, 

A smile and kind word when we meet, 

And a place in thy memory. 



\ 



ALL, ALL GONE. 

Why should I gather golden store. 

And toil from day to day ; 
The loved ones, whom I laboured for. 

Have passed away ? 
No selfish thought my bosom moved ; 

I lived for them alone. 
My care was all for those I loved — 

My loved I my own ! 
And, one by one, they've been reiaoved. 

Till all are gone. 

I'm, now, too old for Mendship's birth, 

And love I cannot buy ; 
No hope remains for me on earth, 
Except to die; 
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My spirit longs for death's calm shore. 

Where all mj loved are gone ; 
Those realms, alone, can now restore 

My joys, long flown ; 
For there, oh I there, I'll meet, once more. 

My loved I my own ! 



OHl IF THE ATHEIST'S WOBDS BE TRUE. 

Song. 

FUBLONO. 

Oh! if the atheist's words be true — 

If those we seek to save. 
Sink, and in sinking from our view. 

Are lost beyond the grave ! 
If life thus closed, how dark and drear, 
Wonld this bewildered earth appear — 

Scarce worth the dust it gave : 
A tract of black, sepnlchral, gloom. 
One yawning, ever-opening tomb. 

Blest be that strain of high belief. 
More heaven-like, more sublime. 

Which says, that souls, that part in grief. 
Part only for a time ! 

That, fiEur beyond this speck of pain. 

Far o'er the gloomy grave's domain, 
7%ere spreads a brighter clime ; 

Where care, and toil, and trouble, o'er, 
Fn&ndB meet, and meeting, "vree^ no mote. 
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THE LILT. 

Now, from the east, night driyes her car, 

From eve's rich clouds the rose light spuming ; 
Sol hastes to western climes a£ur. 

And Dian's crescent lamp is burning : 
On the calm lake the lily sleeps, 

Beflected stars her couch adorning ; 
0*er her closed flower the soft dew weeps. 

As if its loss the skies were mourning : 
Now to mj heart thine image creeps. 
And in love's chains my spirit keeps. 

Thj looks, thy words, in happier hours^- 

Thy charms, that like love's queen have crowned thee, 
Mingled with moonlight and with flowers. 

On mem'ry's wing now hover round me : 
From all that's £ur in earth and skies. 

Though nature's loveliest forms surround me. 
My longing soul, now, homew^ard hies. 

To thee, whose love so long hath bound me : . 
To thee I to thee I my heart now flies. 
Oh I lady of my secret sighs. 



EMPRESS OF NIGHT. 
SJonnet. 

WILLIAM O'B&IEM. 

Bend firom thy throne, fair empress of the night. 
And as thou look'st o'er earth with eye serene, 
Marking thy shadowy painting on the green. 

And hrit^teahig heaven with silveT-8txe«miEk|^'^!|£^\><i 
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Oh ! if in all thy course, diyinely hright. 

Thou see'st one wretch, in felon malice mean, 

Debase the varied beauty of the scene. 
Or one fell murderer burst the bonds of right. 

Dart through his soul, severelj bright, a raj 
Whose living splendour shall his hand arrest. 

And, to his guilty conscious spirit saj, 
** Though thou maj'st live unknown to mind's behest, 

And hide thy deeds from mortal and the day, 
Yet conscience' worm shall gnaw thy guilty breast." 



DESMOND'S PBAYEB. 

Oh ! warrior, sheath that gleaming steel. 

Thy dread intent forbear ; 
For mined greatness mercy feel. 

The hunted outlaw spare — ' 
For here, bereft of power and lands. 
Great Desmond's earl before thee stands I 

Five hundred of my name and'race. 

All belted knights and brave. 
Were wont my festive halls to grace. 

And died their chief to save t 
They fell, overwhelmed by British bandl. 
And here, all friendlesst DesmoTkiQL «tadCL<l%V 
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The heath is, long, the only bed, 

That rests these limbs so firail ; 
A price is on mj hoary head. 

The bloodhound's on my trail :* 
Then, warrior, hold thy blood-stained hands, 
For here, defenceless, Desmond stands I 



THE LATE CUCKOO. 
Song. 

D. HEBBI80N. 

Away! away! spring-seeking bird. 

Why dost thou linger here so long ? 
Throoghont the distant wood is heard 

The summer's sad funereal song I 
The fiuM>ff hills are robed in mist. 

And gloomy doads obscure the sky ; 
Again tiie hollow winds attest 

That stormy wiiiter^s wearing nigh. 



Away ! away 1 o'er yonder ware, 

A happy home for thee remains ; 
Spread forth thy wandering wing, nor grieve. 

At leaying Erin's hills and plains. 
O'eijoyed she leaves our rocky shores, 

Nor casts behind one lingering look ; 
Why should she? fbt she still adores 

77ie tpriag-aowet smiling o'er its \>tqoVi. 
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In happinesB she sings and roves, 

From clime to dime, unknown te 
Around her head, the beim ihe lores. 

Is always shining bright and fair. 
Had I her wings, I woidd not stay. 

On fooli ft care-worn isle as this ; 
Willi her Fd still enraptured stray. 

Nor ever wish for higher bliss. 



DABK SWALLOW. 
Song. 

Dark swallow, daughter of sweet spring. 

When green buds deck our bowers. 
Thou hiest here, on rapid wing. 

To wake the sleeping flowers ; 
And, whilst each sweet flower gaily blooms. 

And summer suns shine bright. 
Thou stayest, but when cold winter comes. 

Thou speedest hence thy flight. 

Oft have I prayed, swift bird, like thee. 

To flee, far, far, away I 
When round my hative land I see 

Dark hate hold deadly sway. 
IVe longed to seek some place of rest. 

To flnd some tranquil shore, 
Inhere loye and peace might rule my breast, 
And hatred chill no more. 
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I bliuh, that e'er I breathed that prayer, 

Like summer bird, to part. 
And leave thy shores, in oold despair, 

Isle of mj home, and heart ! 
Let cowards flee, but men, like me. 

Should raise the stalwarth hand. 
And fight and free, or die for thee. 

My own I my natire land ! 



LIKE THE WAVE ON THE FOUNTAIN. 

Songlet. 

Idke the wave on the fountain. 

That swells, but to die; 
• Like the mist on the mountain. 

That forms, but to fly. 
Is the bright joy, that gushes 

In streams of delight. 
And the young love, that blushes. 

And trembleB to light. 

like tiia wave on the fountain, 

Our bright joy will die ; 
Like the mist on the mountain, 

Our young love will fly ; 
But, alas ) when forsaking 

Our breasts, they depart, 
Sad aching and breaking 

If feJt in the heart. 
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THE WOBLD OF YEABS LONG PAST. 

Song. 

JOHN D'aLTON. 

Whither have fled the happj days. 

When lore — ^when Mendship warmed my soul ? 
Dear years of early happiness I 

To what Elysium do yon roll ? 
Are yon beyond the world of death ? 

Oh 1 tell me, thou I some gnardian power I 
111 prize the mystic welcome path. 

That leads me to their joys once more. 

Oh ! bring me to those genial climes. 

Where bnrsts from earth the setting day I 
There is the reign of happier times. 

The world of years long past away. 
There early friends, whose memory dear 

Lives only, now, in sorrow's heart, 
Though long — too long divided here, 

Shall meet — and never more to part I 



FOR ME. 
Songlet. 

Spring soon shall breathe amid our bowers, 

And deck each leafless tree ; 
Bat not for me shall bloom spring's flowers, 
Ohl notfoTmQ\ 
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Before the dark- winged swallows come, 

Across the azure sea. 
The en^ye shall ope its lampless home, 
For me I for me I 

But when my sweet spring flowers shall bloom, 

They'll breathe of me to thee ; 
Then drop one tear upon my tomb. 
For mel for me I 



VOTIVE FLOWERS. 
jSonslet. 

Ohl pluck not, jet, those spring flowers rare. 
Nor seek to braid them in my hair ; 
Hidr peiftime loads my gasphig breath, 
Now straggling in tlie grasp of death. 

Let them one short day more lire on. 
Then shall my sbid fh)m earth be flown ; 
Then, best b^oved one, bring them here. 
And kincBy strew 'them on my bier. 

And as you strew those Votiye flowers, 
Oh, think upon our happy hours ; 
Forget how many woes we ^proved, 
"Remember, only, how we lored. 
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ALL IS O'ER. 

Bitge Song. 

M7 lovel my own love I thou art gone — 

I've kissed thy lips from night till morn, 
And sought to warm them from my own. 
But the hright roses thence are flown, 

Ne'er to return. 
If one faint breath of life yet hung 

Around thy loved and lovely form, 
To meet my kiss thou wouldst have sprung. 
As thou wast wont, when life was young. 

All kind and warm — 
Close to my lieart thou wouldst have dung. 
And fondly round my neck have flung. 

Thy snowy arm. 

But, cold, and pale, and passionless, , 

Thou dost not speak, nor breathe, nor move ; 
But li*st unheeding my caress — 
Rayless thine eyes, that used to bless. 

With looks of love : 
Vain was our anxious love-bom care, 

The sleepless watch, the leech's lore- 
Vain was the constant, fervent prayer ; 
And yet more vain the burning tear, 

Tho* still 'twill pour 1 
^oor, broken heart I all hope forswear, 
Por doubt is banished by despair. 

And a\\ i» o'ex \ 
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THE GBAVE. 
Sons. 

MORTAL. 

rhe lovely, and the pare, why dost thou ever crave, 
^nd leave the base, aad vile, oh ! cold, and cruel grave ? 

OBAVE. 

The light, that beams from virtue's e;^e8, 

And beauty's cynosure. 
But urge the countless base to rise, 

And crush the fair and pure : 
When slander seeks to quench the ray. 

That makes its baseness known. 
And envy, like a bird of prey. 
Assails each lovely one ; 

Theft, roused by pity's kind alarms, 

I clasp them to my breast. 
And, safe within my tranquil arms, 
I lull them in sweet rest 

The base and vile I leave to drain 

Life's cup of woes and tears ; 
To crawl on earth, and drag life's chain. 

Despised, through long, dark, years : 
But for the good, while beauty blooms. 

And love, still, breathes his spell, 
I kindly build the early tombs. 

Where peace and freedom dweW.. 

Aroused by pity's kind a\aTm«« &fc. 
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Fame's fevered dream, and passion's thirst. 

To break m^ rest ne'er come ; 
Nor can the arm of hatred burst 

The fortress of the tomb. 
From foes secure, from sorrows firee, 

Enfranchised from all woes, 
The pure and £sdr, by heaven's decree, 

Bedine in soft repose. 

When roused by pity's kind alarms, &c. 



I FEEL THY BREATH UPON MY CHEEK. 

I feel thy bxeath upon my cheek, 

J bqar thy footstep light : 
Thy gentle voice, still, seemg to break 
The silence of the night. 
Though death hath doomed that we should sever, 
And thou art gone ! and gone for ever 1 

As the niaimed trunk, still, seems to feel 

Its lost limb throb and move. 
So, to my severed heart will steal 
Old thoughts of thee, my love ; 
Though death hath doomed that we should sever. 
And thou art gone \ and goii<6 to «^^\ 



THE 80N08 OF IRELAND. 8S 

All that was bright in life's dull ttream 

Thy love bestowed on me, 
And now joy's sole remaining beam 
Is tinged with thoughts of thee, 
Though death hath doomed that we should serer. 
And thou art gone I and gone for ever I 



6BIEF. 
ftong. 

Oh I tell me not that grief must die — 

That time will dry the tear^- 
That change of scene will still my sigh. 

And make joy's smile appear. 
The grief, that rules me, grows with time. 

And makes my heart its home ; 
It changes not with change of clime. 

And ends but in the tomb. 

I feel as in a gloomy dream — 

I heed not how time flies ; 
All things around unreal seem. 

And worthless in my eyes. 
Tho hopes, that made me once elate. 

No longer more my breast : 
I only know — I'm desolate, 

/ onJjr^long to rest. 
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To act AS she, whose loss I mourn, 

Desired with last request. 
To think, that if her eyes could turn, 

From heaven, and search mj breast, 
One hope, one thought, they would not see, 

Her ipirit to displease. 
Is all the balm life lends to me. 

My cureless grief to ease. 



THE VOICE OF THE HEABT. 
Song. 

Voice of the heart I thy spirit sound 

Steals on myUone^gri^; 
Breathy, still, thy gGptle tcmes around. 

And bring my woe reUef ; 
For, oh ! those dream-like words, that flow. 

Thus wildly, from my heart. 
Are thine, my own lost lore, though low. 

In thy young grave,- thou art. 

My heart, 'mid joys for ever flown. 

Treasured ^ach word's sweet sound. 
And now, oh I loved one, though thou'rt goae> 

It breathes thy tones around : 
As the bright shell, from native shores. 

Farted although it be. 
Still from its chambers fondly pours 

The voice of its loved sea. 
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Blent with each tone of one so dear. 

Again loi^e'a young dreams come ; 
Beaming, again, those eyes appear, 

That now rest in the tomb. 
Oh I then, sweet ghost of love, wierd sound, 

In merof ne'er depart. 
But keep those phantom joys around, 

Voice of my broken heart. 



WHY ART THOU WEARY? 

Why art thou weary, oh, my heart ? 

Why long to part? 
Sweet spring flowers scent the balmy air ; 

The linnet charms the grore ; 
All nature round looks fresh and fiEkir, 

And bright with joy and love : 
Then why so weary, oh, my heart ? 
Why long to part? 

Oh 1 thou art weary, my sad heart. 

And long to part ; 
For she, whose lore was thy sweet home. 

In beauty's bloom hath died ; 
And thou wouldst seek the sclent tpmb. 

And lay thee by her side. : 
This makes thee weary, oh, my heart, 
And long to part. 
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THE DOVE. 

The dove deserts the rained nest ; 
But love ne'er leaves the heart, when broken ; 

More close it clings, then, to the breast. 
And breathes forth in the words last spoken. 
Faintly, and fondlj, while death steals along ; 
Sweetly, and sadly, like the swan's last song. 

The first sweet passages of love. 
The well remembered words, then spoken. 

Its joys, though doomed so short to prove. 
Its vow — ^its pledge — and long-worn token, 
Strangely, and closely, haunt the dying mind. 
Fainting, and leaving earth and life behind. 



THE DYING LOVEB. 

Oh I gentle spirit of my youthful dreams, 
Though long a dweller in the realms above, 

Still, to my ebbing soul, thy beauty beams. 
Bright, as when first it filled my heart with lot e. 

My raven locks are blanched to snowy white ; 

My eyes grow dim, my sick soul pants to part ; 
AJVb cboDged in me, except love'» holy light, 
Fed by pure thoughts, those veatsS^ oi^«\i»u\. 
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These pure thoughts aeem from thee, and keep thy truth, 
And gentle charms, still, fresh in memory ; 

And, like chaste vestals, feed the flame of youth. 
And make death welcome, since it leads to thee. 

Thus, gentle spirit of my youthful dreams. 
Though long a dweller hi the realms above, 

Still to my ebbing soul thy beauty beams. 
Bright, as when first it filled my heart with love. 



THE TOUPEE.* 
Sons. 

HUSSET BUBOH. 

Canst thou too, Alice, condescend, 
That monstrous height of head to wear ; 

And tresses, such as thine, to blend. 
Dear injured locks 1 with foreign hair. 

The efforts of the nicest art. 

But hide some native grace in thee ; 
Then let thy charms control the heart. 

In their own sweet simplicity. 

In rocks and wilds the arbutus grows — 
What fiowers imsown the fields display ; 

The stream, imtaught, how well it knows 
To trace the windings of its way. 

• The §ong9 of the celebrated Chief Baron Huaae^ '&\a%Yit ^vciiuiS«i^\si 
da reiaioe, are now pnblithed tor the fixBt time. 
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The aid of art thou aeed'st not seek ; 

A faithful heart — a modest mind, 
Beam in thine eye, and paint thj cheek- 

The brightest dress of womankind. 



THE WOUNDED BIRD. 

The wounded bird 1 the wounded l»rd 1 

With broken wing, and blood-stained feather. 
Where'er its plaintive cry is heard. 

With levelled guns the fowlers gather : 
Along the reedy shore it creeps, 

With startled eye, and head low bending ', 
Or dives amid the silver deeps. 

To 'scape the dreadful death impending ; 
Alas ! alas 1 its wiles are vain; 
Its life-stream flows in ruddy rain. 

My love-struck heart I my love-struck heart ! 

Thou, too, like the poor bird art wounded ; 
Within thee rankles lovers keen dart. 

And with love's snares thou art surrounded; 
Bird-Uke I plunge amid life's sea ; 

But, like the fowler, love pursuing. 
Mocks all my schemes for liberty. 

And buries new darts, my soul subduing ; 
Like thee, poor bird, my heart is ta'en ; 
Like thine, its Lopes of fiigtil axe ^«axi. 
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LIKE THE OAK BY THE FOUNTAIN. 

OBIFFIN. 

lake the oak by the fountain, 

In sunBhine and fltonn, 
like the rock on the mountain, 

Unchanging in fonn, 
like the course of the riyer. 

Through ages the same ; 
lake the mist mounting ever 

To heaven, whence it came. 

So firm be thy merit. 

So changeless thy soul ; 
So constant thy spirit, 

While seasons shall roll ; 
The fluicy that ranges, . 

Ends where it began ; 
But the mind that ne'er changes, 

Brings glory to man. 



THE GUINEA FOWL. 

Sonfilet. 

Hark to my g^nea fowl's wild cry — 

Come back I come back ! 
He sees my tear, he hears my sigh ; 
He knows that without you 1 ^e ; 
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He follows your departing jtrack. 
And caHs to you with ceaseless clack — 
Come back 1 come back I 

Oh ! grant my gentle bird's fond prayer ; 

Comeback! comeback! 
From thoughts of parting, oh ! fixrbear ; 
Leave me not, thus, in dark despair ; 
Let not our home your sweet smile lack ; 
Keep not my heart upon the nude — 

Come back I comeback! 



LAST WISH. 

FRANCIS DAT 18. 

Ohl gather me the flowers fiur, 

And strew them o'er my bed. 
They'll soothe me, mother, while I stay, 

They'll deck me, when I'm dead. 
But throw the white rose far away. 

For Willie's brow was fair ; 
Nor bring the leaf of golden tint. 

To tell of WiUie's hair. 

I drew the curls across his brow, * 
My heart beat quick and sore ; 
I gazed upon that frozen smile, 
'Till I cbold ga^e no moie ; 
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And when I knelt beside his graye, 

Fain I fain I were tears to flow ; 
But something whispered to my heart, 

Tou'U soon be full as low. 

Oh ! there's a spot at Deyis' foot. 

Where longer lies the dew ; 
And there are daisies purer white, 

And violets deeper blue ! 
Look on them kindly as you pass. 

But touch no flower there ; 
For Willie said they bloomed for him, 

To twine in Annie's hair. 

Then draw the curtains closer round. 

And hide from me the skies ; 
I cannot bear that sunny blue. 

So like my Willie's eyes, 
And raise ye up this swimming head. 

My last dear wish to crave ; 
Now mother I mother ! mind ye this — 

Lay me in Willie's grave I 



COLD AUTUMN WIND. 
Sotifllet. 

Cold autumn wind thou sendest, 
The sere leaf from the tree ; 

Dark so#ow's storm thou rendest. 
The heari with misery ; 

Lone, and lorn, seem tree and heait, 

When leaves and joys depart. 
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But leaves the old supplying. 
Again in spring are given ; 

And joys bright and undying. 
Await the heart in heaven : 

Grieve not, then, for tree or heart, 

When leaves or joys depart. 



OH! SLEEP. 
Song. 

CURRAN. 

Oh 1 sleep, awhile thy power suspending. 

Weigh not my eyelids down ; 
For mem'ry, see ! with eve attending. 

Claims a moment for her own. 
I know her by her robe of mourning, 

I know her by her faded light. 
When faithful, with the gloom returning, 

She comes to bid a sad good night. 

Oh I let me here, with bosom swelling. 

While she sighs o'er time that's past ; 
Oh 1 let me weep, while she is telling 

Of joys, that pine, and pangs, that last. 
And now, oh ! sleep, while grie^is streaming, 

Let thy balm sweet peace restore, 
While fearful hope, through tears is beaming. 

Soothe to rest, that wakes "ao Txnwa. 
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WHERE THE DEEP FOREST GLOOMETH. 

Songlet. 

Where the deep forest gloometh, 

The sweet birds ne'er sing ; 
Where the drear desert loometh. 

They spread not the wing ; 
But, where toil gaily plieth, 

The com fields among, 
The sweet warbler flieth, 

And poureth his song. 

Where the gloom of hate lowereth, 

Heart joys never come ; 
And where loneliness soureth, 

They make not their home ; 
But, where true love descendeth, 

And light toil is found. 
Oh I there pleasure wendeth, 

And heart joys abound. 



THE STOLEN VOW. 

One sunny, eye, when autumn blent 
Soft tints o'er yonder dell, 

Along its path young Liza went. 
To Friar Lawrence' cell. 
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Low knelt the lovely maid before 

The muffled friar*s knee, 
And all her sins she told him o'er, 

For maids will sinners be. 
Hah, hah 1 beware, you simple fair. 
No monk is there ! 

** Advise me, father," Liza cried, 

'* I Eoland's suit denied ; 
** And he went hence, with weeping eyes, 

" I fear me he hath died : 
'* And, since he's gone, my heart has known 

" No peace by night or day ; 
" Can cure for care, like mine, be shown, 

" Oh I holy father, say." 
Hoh 1 hoh ! I trow, a cure he'll show 
For Liza's woe. 

* * My daughter, pride hath made you spurn 

" A lover, true, though poor; 
** If Boland live, his love return, 

" That love your care can cure." 
** Oh I father, dear," with starting tear, 

The weeping Liza cried, 
** If he appear, I vow and swear, 

** He shall not be denied." 
Hah I silly maid, your love's displayed. 
Your vow is made. 

The cowl is doffed, the cheat confessed, 

Toung Boland clasps his love ; 
And thus the wondermg TnaVdi «A<iT^AA«d, 
"My cure, dear Liza, i^xo^e." 
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Joy's brightest glow lights Liza's brow, 

Whilst laughing she replied, 
•• Hah I hah ! my yow you stole, and now 

I needs must be your bride.'* 
Hah 1 hah ! hah I hah I that stolen vow 
Hath joined them now. 



POOR FADED FLOWEBS. 

^onglet. 

Poor faded flowers ! 
Blighted by autumn's storm and showers. 

And scattered on your bed, 
Ye mind me of my hopes of youth. 
Consumed by sorrow's canker tooth, 

All withered now and dead. 



Yet fair they grew 1 
Lovely and bright, sweet flowers, like you, 

And round my heart were twined ; 
But, one by one, woe's bitter breath 
Hath doomed them to an early death. 

Nor left one bud behind. 
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CHERUB OF HEAVEN. 

SHERIDAN. 

Chemb of heayen, that from thy secret stand, 
Dost note the follies of each mortal here. 

Oh ! if Eliza's steps employ thy hand, 
Blot the sad legend with a mortal tear. 

Nor when she errs, through passion's wild extreme, 
Mark, then, her course, nor heed each trifling wrong ; 

Nor, when her sad attachment is her theme. 
Note down the transports of her erring tongue. 

But, when she sighs for sorrows not her own, 
Let that dear sigh to mercy's cause be given ; 

And bear that tear to her Creator's throne. 
Which glistens in the eye upraised to heayeu I 



DEAR MEMORY. 

Sottfl. 
JOHN O'dONOGHUE. 

Dear, oh 1 dearest memory. 

Oft my wandering fancy turns 
Where dimly in yon AasX&tA, %\Ly , 
One trembling eye-U^Sa^ caJfliA:? \sNm», 
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Like thee, that sweet and silent star. 
When day is gone, will palely shine ; 

Like thee, its orb is fixed afar. 
And oh, its rajs are chill, like thine, 
Dear memory. 

Dear, oh 1 dearest memory. 

Kindle the soft eyes that shone. 
Bid the silent voice reply. 

Awake the lips whose smiles are gone, 
From the past recal again 

The dreams and doubts of earlier years ; 
Sweet links of that delightiiil chain. 

We wove, in youth, with smiles and tears. 
Dear memory. 



THE EARLY SWALLOW. 
Song. 

See 1 where the early swallow lies. 
With rigid form, and wing extended ; 

All closed, now, are his once bright eyes ; 
Alas! his gentle life is ended: 

Say, what hath brought the swallow here. 

To make the snow his chilly bier? 

The sunny sununer is the time. 
The swallow to our country cometh; 

When flowers are in their blooming prime. 
Then 'mid our bowers he gaily roameth: 

But what hath brought the swallow liere, 

WbUe icy winter rules the year? 



i 
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They say the swallow, early, comes. 
Untimely warmth his course inyiting; 

And leaves his sunny southern homes, 
To die beneath our winter's biting: 

But they, who say so, little know. 

What brings the early swallow's woe. 

He never left — he could not leave 

His native land, though dark, and cheerless; 
He could not bear to cross the wave. 

But braved fierce winter, true, and fearless: 
Love chained the gentle swallow here. 
And stretched him on his snowy bier. 



WE TWO. 

8HEBIDAN. 

We two, each other's only pride. 
Each other's bliss, each other's guide. 
Far from the world's unhallowed noise. 
Its coarse delights, and tainted joys. 
Through wilds will roam, and deserts rude- 
For, love, thy home is solitude. 

There shall no vain pretender be. 
To court thy smile, and torture me ; 
No mind superior there be seen. 
But nature's voice shall Viaa\t\i^ <^^^xl» 
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With fond respect, and tender awe, 
I will receiye thy gentle law, 
Obey thy looks, and serre thee still. 
Prevent thy wish, foresee thy will; 
And, added to a lover's care. 
Be all that friends and parents are. 



LETHE^S RIVER. 
Songlet. 

Alas ! time's swift stream 

Is Lethe's river ; 
Bright loves o'er it gleam. 

Then sink for ever; 
Brief! oh! brief's their stay. 

Time's stream adorning; 
Then they pass away, 

'Mid tears and mourning. 

But when these depart. 
New loves soon shining. 

Bid man's changeful heart. 
Cease from its pining; 

First love's golden beam 
Fades then, for ever; 

And, thus, time's swift fitxeaoi 
Ib Letbe'a river. 



^^ 
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THESE BRIGHT FLOWERS, 

Song. 

As these bright flowers 
Are bom of spring's mild sun and showers, 

And into beauty start ; 
So, from the sunshine of thine eyes, 
My hopes, my joys, my love arise, 

Dear lady of my heart ! 

As these bright flowers 
Bloom through the summer's sunlit hours. 

And all their fragrance give; 
So blooms my joy, and grows my love, 
While thy sweet smiles their summer prove. 

And bid them ope and live. 

And as these flowers 
All droop and die 'mid autumn's showers. 

When summer suns depart; 
So dies my joy, 'mid tears of woe, 
When, Liza, from thy side I go. 

Sweet sunlight of my heart I 



SLEEP ON. 
Songlet. 

o'keeffe. 

Sleep on, sleep on, my Kathleen dear. 

May peace possess thy breast; 
Yet dost thou dream thy txwe \Qiv%*% here, 
I>eprived of peace and teat. 
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The birds sing sweet, the morning breaks, 

These jojs are none to me; 
Though sleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 

To i^one, but love and thee. 



THE INDIAN WIDOW. 
dons* 

MBS. DOWNIKG. 

I go, I go, 

To a blissful land. 
Where the milk waves flow, 

On a golden strand ; 
On the evening's breath, 

To seek thy home 
Through fire and death, 

Beloved I I come. 

Fair and sweet 

Was the rich perfume, 
Where the lemon leaves meet, 

And the citrons bloom ; 
And the yellow light 

Of the orange tree's bough — 
But what is there bright, 

On the dark earth now? 
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I left the shade 

Where the hill stream flows. 
For the hot sun-glade. 

Where thy palm leaves rose. 
And again, far away, 

Where the clouds are swelling. 
And cool winds play, 

I seek thy dwelling. 

I come, where never 

The rose flowers pine; 
I come where for ever 

The young stars shine — 
Where the brave, and the free. 

And the fond ones roam ; 
Beloved, to thee, 

I come ! I come 1 



THE SWALLOW IS COME. 
Scmglet. 

The swallow is winging 

His oft changing track; 
The blythe birds are singing. 

To welcome him back: 
Each sweet flower now showeth. 

To please him, its bloom ; 
And all nature knowetK 

The swallow is come. 
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Spring greets him with blisees, 

From gardens in bloom ; 
The balmy wind kisses 

His bosom's soft plume : 
Around him joy groweth, 

And bright suns illume; 
For all nature knoweth, 

The swallow is come. 



THE DIPPING SWALLOW. 

Songlet. 

Dipping! dipping! 
The swallows plunge beneath the lake: 

Dripping! dripping! 
Their glossy plumes they gaily shake; 
Then mounting on their new bathed wing, 
0*er woods, and hills, and dales, they spring. 

Darting! darting! 
They hunt, and seize the summer fly : 

Starting! starting! 
All birds, in fleetness, they defy; 
The lark attempts the race, in vain; 
He£ul8, though every plume he stxain. 
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THE GATHERING OF THE SWALLOW, 

Songlet. 

The autumn is passing; 

In sighs the winds break; 
The dark clouds are glassing 

Themselves in each lake: 
The swallows now gather 

Their wide-scattered bands, 
To seek warmer weather, 

And sunnier lands. 

Their shrill whistle ringing, 

Along the dark coast, 
Each straggler is bringing. 

To join their fleet host ; 
In myriads they're cleaving 

The waves of the wind ; 
Soon I soon I they'll be leaving 

Our cold land behind. 



THE FAITHLESS BIRD. 
Scmglet. 

Here, gay swallow, thou hiest, 
When summer flowers bloom ; 

Far, false swallow, thou fliest, 
When winter snows come : 

Out upon thee! faithle^ft bird. 

That fleest, when the *tOTm:%tit%V.\i^»x^\ 
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Thou leay*8t thy loved fountain, 

Whose waters are chiUed; 
And thy g^ove on the mountain, 

Whose woodnotes are stilled 1 
Out upon thee I faithless bird, 
That fleest, when the storm's first heard ! 



THE SWALLOW IS GONE. 
Scmglet. 

The swallow's departing. 

He forms his fleet bands; 
In myriads they're starting 

For far-distant lands : 
The wind sadly bloweth, 

The bare branches moan. 
And all nature knoweth, 

The swallow is gone. 

Now winter's returning; 

The dark storm clouds loom ; 
The earth seems in mourning, 

And shrouded in gloom ; 
Each day colder groweth; 

Bright suns now are flown ; 
For all nature knoweth, 

The swallow is gone. 
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FALSE FBIENDS. 

Away ! away I 
The swallow seeks a warmer day, 

And leaves us in our snows : 
To southern lands, and sunnier skies. 
On rapid wing, the false bird flies — 

Away I away ! he goes. 

Away I away I 
Like him depart our comrades gay, 

In seasons of dark woe : 
Far ! far from sorrow's wintry gloom, 
To where the flowers of pleasure bloom- 
Away I away I they go. 



MY FRIEND AND PITCHER. 

Song. 



o'keeffe. 



The wealthy fool, with gold in store. 

Will still desire to grow richer; 
Give me but health, TW aak. lio moie. 
My own sweet girl, tny tnftTkSL, «a^^\V3M!t\ 
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My friend so rare, 

My girl so fair, 
With such what mortal can be richer ? 
Possessed of these, a fig for care, 
My own sweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 

Though fortune ever shuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her ; 

With all my heart I can be poor. 
With my sweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My friend so rare, &c. 



THE GOLDFINCH. 

Songlet. 

My pretty finch sing onl sing on 1 

And cheer me with thy lay ; 
Thou mournest not for freedom gone. 

Nor comrades far away: 
Sweet bird, thy wing alone's restrained; 
But oh I my heart's for ever chained. 

Thou still mayst hope to reach the groye. 

And gain thy liberty ;^ 
But I am bound by cruel love. 

And never can be free: 
Sweet bird, thy wing alone's restrained *, 
Bat oh I my heart's for ever ch&ii^^. 
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SAID A SMILE TO A TEAR. 



S^ons. 



JAMES KENNET. 



Said a smile to a tear, 

On the cheek of my dear, 
And beamed, like the sun in spring weather, 

In sooth, lovely tear. 

It strange must appear. 
That we should be both here together. 



I came from the heart, 

A soft balm to impart. 
To yonder sad daughter of grief: 

And I, said the smile, 

That heart to beguile, 
Since you gave the poor mourner relief. 



Oh! then, said the.tear. 
Sweet smile it is clear. 
We are twins, and soft pity our mother; 
And how lovely that face. 
Which together we grace. 
For the woe, and the bUw, oi wic>^«t\ 
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LOVES THAT ARE GONE. 
Songlet.^ 

Grief follows gladness, 

And blends its dark charms ; 
Mirth springs from sadness, 

As rainbows from storms: 
All things are dying, 

Or flying, or flown ; 
How Tain then is sighing 

O'er loves that are gone. 

If falsely they've left thee. 

They're worth not a sigh ; 
If death hath bereft thee, 

'Tis man's lot to die : 
All things are dying. 

Or flying, or flown; 
How vain then is sighing 

O'er loves that are gone. 



TO MY WIFE. 
Song. 

JOHN d'aLTON. 

Oh, blame me not, my own— loved Kate 1 

If ever, when before thee, 
I feel as if the voice of fate 

Command me to adore thee: 
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My soul was cold, my hopes -were dark. 
And love seemed bliss forbidden. 

Till you inspired the heavenly spark, 
And homed me in an Eden. 

Then blame me not, &c. 

Thus, when upon Peruvian shores. 

The shades of night retiring, 
The sun his golden radiance pours. 

Creation's bosom firing; 
The simple child of nature, awed. 

His hearted homage renders. 
Mistakes the agent, for the God, 

And bows before its splendors. 

Then blame me not, &c. 



IF SHE GRIEVETH. 
Songlet. 

H she grieveth, 
When he leaveth. 

For an hour ; 
If she blusheth. 
When he rusheth 
To her bower; 
Lightly, the maiden's fault Te^tove, 
She sufifVeth from tlie woum^ oiVx^«. 
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Ifheftiileth, 
Though she waileth. 

His delay; 
If he spnmeth. 
When she monmeth 
Love's decay; 
Deeply, the lover's fault reprove, 
He trifleth with the wounds of love. 



MY BONNY BET. 

Song. 



O KEEFFE. 



No more I'd court the town-bred fair, 

Who shine in artificial beauty; 
Her native charms, without compare, 
Claim all my love, respect, and duty. 
Oh I my bonny, bonny Bet, sweet blossom I 
Were I a king, so proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee. 
To grace thy faithful lover's bosom. 

Yet, ask me where those beauties lie, 

I cannot say, in smile, or dimple, 
In blooming cheek, or radiant eye— - 

'Tis happy nature, wild and simple. 

Ob ! my bonny, bonny Bet, &g. 
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Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And sigh in numbers trite and common; 

Ye Gods! one darling wish be mine. 
And all I ask is, lovely woman I 

Oh ! my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 

Come, dearest girl, the rosy bowl. 

Like thy bright eye, with pleasure's dancing : 
My heaven art thou, so take my soul. 

With rapture every sense entrancing. 

Oh I my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 



ABSENCE. 

WnXIAM PSESTON. 

When the lover quits the bowers, 
That hold the sovereign of his heart, 
And goes assured by mutual love. 
That dear assurance gilds his hours; 
Though doomed by heaven awhile to part, 
And doomed o'er distant plains to rove. 

Hope goes companion of his way. 
And bids him forward glance his eyes. 
The dawn of rising good to see; 
And hail the glad forthcoming day. 
When love, for all his pangs and strife. 
Shall pay him bacW vf\X\i xjaut^ . 
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Through fury scenes, the enchanted mind 
Parsnes the ideal form of good, 
And revels in delightsome bowers; 
Finds the dear maid all melting kind. 
In deep recesses of the wood. 
Or languishing on beds of flowers. 

But tell me, lovers, how the night 

Must wear with him, and how the morn, 
Who leaving her he prizes dear, 
And reft of hope's all cheering light, 
Must wander wild, and weep forlorn. 
And doubt, at once, and absence bear? 



FROM THE IRISH. 

JOHN AUSTEN. 

e the oak of the vale was thy strength and thy height, 
' foot like the erne of the mountain in flight: 
' arm was the tempest of Loda's fierce breath, 
' blade, like the blue mist of Lego, was death 1 

Alas, how soon the thin cold cloud 

The hero's bloody limbs must shroud 1 

I see thy father, full of days ; 

For thy return behold him gaze ; 
The hand, that rests upon the spear. 

Trembles in feebleness and feat — 
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He shudders, and his bald, gray brow 
Is shaking, like the aspen bough ; 
He gazes, till his dim eyes fail, 
With gazing on the fancied sail : 
Anxious he looks — ^what sudden streak 
Flits, like a sunbeam, o*er his cheek! 
"Joy, joy, my child, it is the bark. 
That bounds on yonder billow dark I'* 
His child looks forth with straining eye. 
And sees — the light cloud sailing by — 
His gray head shakes; how sad, how weak 
That sigh I how sorrowful that cheek. 

His bride from her slumbers will waken and weep, 

But when shall the hero arouse him from sleep? 

The yell of the stag hound — the clash of the spear; 

May ring o'er his tomb — but the dead cannot hear; 

Once he wielded the sword, once he cheered to the hound, 

But his pleasures are past, and his slumber is sound; 

Await not his coming, ye sons of the chase. 

Day dawns I but it nerves not the dead for the race ; 

Await not his coming, ye sons of the spear. 

The war song ye sing— but the dead will not hear. 

Oh! blessing be with him who sleeps in the grave. 
The leader of Lochlin ! the young and the brave! 
On earth didst thou scatter the strength of our foes. 
Then blessing be thine, in thy cloud of repose ! 
Like the oak of the vale, was thy strength, and thy might. 
Thy foot, like the erne of the mountain in flight; 
Thy arm was the tempest of Loda's fierce breath, 
Tbjr blade, like the blue mist of Lego, was death. 
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THE MOUNTAIN WIND. 

The wind, descending from our mountain homes, 

Now sweetly comes; 
And, gently breathing on its seaward way, 

It seems to say, 
IVe kissed the grave, beneath whose turf is laid 

Thy own loved maid — 
Oh ! mountain wind ! thy voice, so soft, and sad. 

Will drive me mad I 

The soft shower, falling when thou sigh'st, appears 

Like Liza's tears ; 
The perfume, that thou bring'st from mountain heath. 

Is like her breath; 
And, when, in sweetness, on my brow it breaks, 

I think she speaks — 
Oh I mountain wind! thy voice, so soft, and sad. 

Will drive me mad 1 

Now, whispering to my heart, thou seem'st to say. 

Why here delay? 
Come, join thy loved one in her spirit home ; 

Come I lone one, come ! 
Oh ! come, and meet, in bliss, thy promised bride, 

Where tears are dried — 
Still, mountain wind, thy voice, so soft, and ^«^d^ 

Nor drive me mad! 
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OH! SILENT GRAVE. 

Ruler of all the race of man, 
From prince to lowly slave. 
Who can thy mighty secret scan. 

Oh I silent grave? 
One hour beholds, in pride of charms, 
The maiden, fearless of all harms. 

O'er roses tread; 
The next — she sinks into thine arms — 

Pale, cold, and dead! 

Grief's piercing wail's of no avail. 

To loose thy giant clasp ; 
Nor can the leech's aid prevail. 

Against thy grasp : 
Despite love's power, and sorrow's storm, 
The lovely maiden's faultless form. 

When once thy prey. 
Becomes a chamber for the worm — 

Cold, senseless clay 1 



WHERE ART THOU? 
Sons. 

JOHN o'dONOOHUE. 

The rose you planted blooms again 
Awaked to life by spring — 

A thousand hues array the bower. 
Where oft 1 lieaxd X\i^ «avft— 
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The robe of blue still floats around 

Our native mountain's brow — 
All breathes of fragrance and delight, 

But — Mary — where art thou? 



The wand'ring moon looks coldly down, 

With all her silver rays — 
And o'er the warbling fountain, still, 

In broken radiance plays — 
That one sweet star, we watched at eve. 

Above, is burning now. 
And seems to court thy kindred eyes — 
But Mary — where art thou? 



OH! COUNT NOT AGE. 



Song. 



Oh I count not age by joyless years. 

For, then, you mete life's span. 
By the dark measure of sad tears. 

That fill the life of man: 
But rather count by hours of joy. 

Though few such hours should prove ; 
And say we've lived, without alloy, 

80 long, in peace and love. 
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Yet count not so, for oh I how brief 

Will then appear life's span ; 
For days of woe, and nights of grief. 

Make up the age of man : 
But rather say, we've gained that time. 

And lived so many years, 
We soon must reach that happy clime. 

Where cease the mourners tears. 



WOLFE. 
Song. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Amidst the clamour of exulting joys, 
Which triumph forces from the patriot heart. 

Grief dares to mingle her soul piercing voice. 
And quells the raptures, which from pleasure stai 

Oh Wolfe, to thee a streaming flood of woe, 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conquest dear; 

Quebec, in vain, shall teach our hearts to glow, 
Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And saw thee fall, with joy-pronouncing eyes : 
Yet they shall know thou conquerest, though dead ! 
Since from thy tomb a t\io\]kaa5i'^\iKt^^T^a«., 
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BANISH SOEROW. 
Song. 

BiaHT HON. GEORGE OGLE. 

Banish sorrow, griefs a folly. 

Thought unbend thy wrinkled brow ; 
Hence dull care and melancholy, 

Mirth and wine invite us now. 
Bacchus empties all his treasure; 

Comus gives us mirth and song; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow. 

Follow, follow pleasure — 

Let us join the jovial throng. 

Touth soon flies, 'tis but a season; 

Time is ever on the wing ; 
Let's the present moment seize on ; 

Who knows what the next may bring. 
All our days by mirth we measure ; 

Other wisdom we despise ; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow. 

Follow, follow, pleasure — 
To be happy's to be wise. 

Why should therefore care perplex us? 

Why should we not merry be? 
While we*re here, there's no\ig\\\, to nwl"^'^. 
Drinking sets from cares a\\ free-. 
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Let's have drinking without measure; 

Let's have mirth, while time we have; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow. 

Follow, follow, pleasure — 
There's no drinking in the grave. 



THE STARLING. 

Song. 

I nursed a starling many a day. 
In gilded cage — poor bird 'twould say. 
With mournful cry, Oh I woe is me! 
And, since I left my Liza's side. 
Each time my feathered darling cried. 
My soul in sympathy, replied. 
Oh I woe is me I Oh ! woe is me I 

I set my little prisoner free. 

And, though no more his pains I see. 

Nor hear him cry. Oh I woe is me I 

Still! still! my heart repeats that cry. 

And to my Liza longs to fly ; 

Still breathes, in every burning sigh. 

Oh! woe is me! Oh! woe is me! 

My lovely bird flies fast and free. 

And gaily sings in liberty ; 

Unlike my fate — for woe is me ! 

Each absent hour augments my pains ; 

Whilst my heart, bound by love's strong chains. 
Still, like the prisoTiedYiiTd, complains, 
OhI woe is mel CM voeUm^X 
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DELIGHT. 



Smifl. 



ARTHUR MURPHT. 



When first the dear jouth passing by. 
Disclosed his fair form to my eight, 

I gazed, but I could not tell why ; 
My heart it went throb with delight. 



As nearer he drew, those sweet eyes 
Were with their dear meaning so bright, 

I trembled, and lost in surprise. 
My heart it went throb with delight. 



We changed the stolen glance, the fond smile, 

Which lovers alone read aright; 
We looked, and we sighed, yet, the while. 

Our hearts they went throb with delight. 



Consent I soon blushed, with a sigh; 

My promise I ventured to plight; 
Come, Hymen, we then shall know Yrby , 

Oar hearts they go throb witti de\igYv\i, 
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THE PERFUME OF THE LILT. 

Throagh the night air, soft, and stilly. 
Floats the perfume of the lily ; 
On the sweet couch of the roses. 
Bright the diamond dew reposes ; 
And the moon, and stars, uniting. 
With their beams the world are lighting. 

Whilst the world around is sleeping. 
Love, his cruel vigil keeping, 
Fans the flame within me glowing. 
And, with fancy's pencil, showing 
All the merits of my lover. 
Bids me count, and count them over. 

Why loT«I weave new nets around me? 
Why, with new darts, seek to wound me? 
When a fortress is surrendered. 
By the victor mercy's rendered; 
When my bosom, thus, you vanquish. 
Show some pity 1 spare some anguish I 



FIE! FIE! FIE! 
Scmg. 

JAMES KENNEY. 

When, disdainfully, we treat you. 

Every beauty we possess ; 
WTien, with frowning \ooV, "we Tii^\. "j^iu, 

Langua^t can't out eYiaxm^ ex\ft«^\ 



i 



THE SONGS OF IRELAND. 123 

Then you're sighing, 

Swearing, dying, 

FuU of feeling. 

Praying, kneeling. 
Still pursuing, while we fly; 
Boating, while we cry, oh ! fie I 

Fie! fie! fie! 

But, when pitying your passion, 

Quickly altered is the case; 
Soon you spare your admiration ; 
Fled is every charm and grace : 

No more sighing. 

Swearing, dying. 

Praying, kneeling. 

Vows, or feeling, 
Tou ungrateful, then, grow shy; 
Sneer aside, and cry, oh! fie 1 

Fie! fie! fie! 



THE VEILED GRACE. 

Song. 

Three Graces, daughters of great Jove, 
In light linked dance together move. 

Enchanting every eye; 
Whilst near them sits, with veiled face, 
The eldest and the noblest Grace, 

Their sister modesty. 
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'Tis she, who trains their slender forms, 
And lends her sisters all their charms — 

Charms, with which none can Tie ; 
Each look, each limh, each lovely face, 
Seems steeped in beauty, by the Grace 

Of maiden modesty. 

Oh I if thy lover's heart thou'dst hold. 
Trust not to beauty, nor to gold, 

Maid of the soft blue eye: 
For gold will melt, and beauty wane. 
While the strong spell will still remain. 

That's breathed by modesty. 

But bend sweet maid before her shrine. 
And thou shalt ne'er abandoned pine. 

Nor others happier see; 
If with pure heart, and downcast face. 
Thou worship daily the veiled Grace, 

All potent modesty. 



AH! CKDEL MAID. 
Song. 

SHERIDAN. 

Ah ! cruel maid, how hast thou changed 

The temper of my mind I 
My heart, by thee from love estranged. 
Becomes, like thee, \m\L\\i^\ 



k 
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By fortune favoured, clear in fame, 

I once ambitious was; 
And friends I had, who fanned the flame, 

And gave my youth applause. 

But now, my weakness all accuse. 

Yet vain their taunts on me ; 
Friends, fortune, fame itself, I'd lose. 

To gain one smile from thee : 
But, only thou, should not despise 

My weakness, or my woe; 
If I am mad in others eyes, 

'Tis thou hast made me so. 

But days, like this, with doubting curst, 

I will not long endure — 
Am I disdained — I know the worst. 

And likewise know my cure. 
If false, her vows she dare renounce ; 

That instant ends my pain ; 
For, oh ! the heart must break at once. 

That cannot hate again. 



PALE ANNETTE. 

Oh ! think not that I lightly prize. 
Thy looks of love, and words of kindness ; 
Not to see whence thy blushes rise; 
DearJadjrl were cold-hearted b\indtie««'. 
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Round thy young soul love winds his chain, 
And thou would'st give thy heart to me ; 
But love's soft chain no more can gain 
My heart, from its lone misery, 
Whilst memory clings, with fond regret, 
And deathless truth, to Pale Annette. 

Thine eye with love and heauty glows; 

Whilst grief and tears have dimned her eyes; 

Thy lip is like the opening rose, 

Annette's is faded by her sighs: 

But yet I'd rather kiss the tears. 

One moment, from Annette's wan face, 

Than be beloved, through countless years. 

By all that's fair in woman's race: 

So deeply yearns my bosom yet. 

In hopeless love for Pale Annette. 

What, though her love can ne'er be mine, 
Though cold in Roland's grave it lies; 
And I am doomed unloved to pine. 
And waste my heart away in sighs: 
He that hath felt such love as burned, 
Like the red lava, through my frame, 
E'en though that love be unreturned. 
Can seek, nor feel, another flame : 
Too deep for cure such love is set. 
As filled my heart for Pale Annette. 

Oh ! ne'er thy gentle love impart, 
Where blighted passion flings its gloom ; 
Thy sunny smile faWs otv m^y Vveart, 
Cold as a moonbeam oiv l\ve X^xoVi-. 
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One sleepless wish long fills my breast, 
One ceaseless prayer to heaven I pour; 
That my crushed spirit soon may rest, 
Where hopeless love can pain no more — 
Where my deep woes I may forget, 
And meet in bliss my Pale Annette. 



THE TRIUMPHS OF O'NEILL. 

W. H. MAXWELL. 

The song is hushed in Bala's hall. 

The beacon's cold upon the steep, 
The steed has left the empty stall, 

The banner's sunk upon the keep : 
The knight upon Lough Neagh's shore, 

Has laid aside the glittering steel ; 
And minstrel strikes the harp no more. 

To tell the triumphs of O'Neill. 

The day will come — the day will come — 

When vengeance bursting from her trance. 
Shall sound the trump, and strike the drum, 

And point the gun, and couch the lance! 
While from hill top and woodland den. 

The smothered war-cry loud shall peal — 
And gray morass, and mountain glen. 

Echo the triumphs of O'Neill I 
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LOVE O'ER SELF TRIUMPHANT REIGSS. 

Tell I — Ye, who say the world is sunk. 

In chilling heartlessness ; 
Who cry, mankind is lost and drunk, 

In floods of selfishness — 
Why are our souls more strongly moTed, 
By slightest praise of those beloved. 
Than when our own applauses sound. 
From grateful thousands gathered round? 



How lovely seem the lips that speak. 

In praise of those we love ; 
How softly sweet their accents break. 

How deep our hearts they move : 
But why, at each applauding word. 
Are hearts thus to their centres stirred? 
Why doth our rapture mount thus high? 
Why heaves our breast? — why fills our eye ? 



These noble thoughts — this glorious love, 

Where'er on earth they shine, 
The worldly cjmic's sneer disprove. 

And show mankind divine ; 
They prove that the Creator's breath 
Still lingers here, *mid sin and death — 
Th&t somewhat, still, of heaven remains. 
And Jove, o'er self, tn\ra\p\vMv\. T«^gtv%. 
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THE SEA. 
Song. 

MBS. DOWNING. 

I love it, I love it, 

Whatever its hue — 
Be it dark, be it bright, 

Be it green, be it blue ; 
In whirlwind or calm, 

Let it chance as it will. 
In sunshine or storm, 

'Tis dear to me still. 

I love it when glassy, 

And shadowy and shining, 
The bark and the oar 

On its wave are reclining — 
When lute-sounds of song. 

O'er its bosom, are stealing — 
When lightnings are flashing. 

When thunders are pealing. 

I love it when resting 

In dawn's misty light. 
The white sails are cresting 

The foam-billows height; 
When, dim in the starlight. 

It breaks into spray — 
When broadly and brightly 

*Ti8 Sashing in day. 
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But oh! when the green 

Island shores are at rest, 
When the last glowing ray 

Fades away from the west, 
With silence and moonlight. 

About, and above it, 
Then, then, most of all. 

Oh, I love it, I love it ! 



OUR OLD BOME, 
Song. 

Once more we've come to our old home, 

Where, infants, we have played ; 
Once more we see our old oak tree, 

With its wide spreading shade : 
What joy was ours, in these loved bowers. 

The rising sun to view; 
Or cull fresh flowers, all bright with showers 

Of evening's diamond dew. 

But stranger's hands now guard the lands. 

That once were all our own; 
And we've no power to pluck a flower, 

In our old garden grown ; 
Each tree, and stone, to us is known, 
Wliere'er our steps may roam ; 
But all are gone, save \ia aXoTi^, 
Who dwelt in our old Yvome. 
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Our new home lies 'neath brighter skies, 

And broader lands are ours; 
But yet we part, with breaking heart, 

From our loved native bowers : 
Our tears flow fast, as on the past 

We think, with deepening gloom; 
And fondly cast one look — our last — 

Upon our childhood's home. 



LET OTHERS BREATHE IN GLOWING WORDS. 

Sons* 

GRIFFIN. 

Let others breathe in glowing words 

The secret of their bosom-pain. 
And bid the loud harp's speaking chords. 

Tell o'er the weary tale again. 
From me no burning stave shall rise, 

A cold heart's answering sigh to move. 
But I will gaze upon those eyes. 

And waste away in silent love. 

I cannot And in art a strain 
To echo forth mine inward moan, 

If sighs and looks can't tell my pain, 
Oh, never shall my love be known. 

Safe is the flame, whose answering breath, 
A tear may quench, a sigh may move. 

But full of danger and of death, 

/ Is the pent Are of silent love. 
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THE VOKE OF SIGHING. 
Song. 

MISS HEBBEBT. 

There's a weary voice of sighing, 

In the murmnrs of the breeze — 
There's a dream of grief undying, 

In the foaming of the seas I 
There's a whispering from our mountains, 

From our valleys, and our streams; 
And a moaning from our fountains, 

Like the grief of troubled dreams. 

Oh ! that voice — ^it is the sighing 

Of the spirits of the dead, 
Down by vale and dingle lying, 

Where the free-born fought, and bled; 
In the forest breezes stealing, 

And the murmurs of the sea, 
From their lonely graves appealing, 

To the spirits of the free. 

Isle of mist, and bardic story, 

Isle of many a hero lay, 
Where is all thine ancient glory? 

Have thine honours passed away? 
Oh ! that sigh, it is for freedom. 

Freedom to thy father's graves : 
Has the voice of heaven decreed them, 

E'en in ashes, to \)e «\ttv^%'t 
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MY NATIVE LAND. 

Song. 

Why are thy sons, though good and braye, 

A weak, divided band, 
Lorn from the cradle to the grave, 

My native land? 
Why do the meanest of mankind 

Kule thy green isle, with iron hand? 
Canst thou no godlike leader find — 

No Spartan band 
Thy galling fetters to unbind — 
My native land? 

The traitor's spoil, the stranger's prey, 

Thy helpless people stand; 
XJnhonoured, save when they betray 

Their native land. 
Still! still I they're doomed to writhe and weep, 

And wildly wring the hopeless hand; 
Far happier should the waves o'ersweep 

Thy velvet strand, 
And 'whelm thee in the raging deep — 

My native land! 



STAND FORTH. 

Stand forth and speak, with fearless port, 
The words of truth and right; 

The righteous cause will yield support. 
To all, who for it fight: 
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The strongest spear, that power can wield. 
Though barbed by hatred's tooth, 

l^alls pointless from the radiant shield, 
That guards the breast of truth. 

The despot brave — the dastard scorn — 

Their power, their threats defy — 
The proffered bribe, indignant, spurn; 

On God and truth rely: 
And, to your aid, the Ctod of truth 

Shall come in every fight, 
Tou wage 'gainst wrong and tyrant's rath. 

For freedom, truth, and right. 



LIFE HAS A MAGIC CHARM. 

JOHN O'DONOGHUE. 

Life has a magic charm. 

For him, who stands prepared— to fall; 
Wiaen roused for his dear hills to arm. 

At freedom's cry — at honour's calL— 
And, when the warrior's fight is done, 

He sits beside his cheerful hearth. 
And counts the glorious wounds, that won 
The light of hope's returning sun, 
For hia belovedr— Ms natVve ^«x\>[i— - 
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His native earth — his native earth, 
The preud — ^the brave — the frank — the free — 
The home of love and liberty — 

The land, that gave him birth. 

Life has no magic charm. 

For him, who stands — ^but stands in vain; 
When tyrants 'gainst his country arm. 

And bind her with the bondsman's chain. 
And, as he pines alone at night, 

With broken heart, beside his hearth. 
He kneels, and prays, of heaven to right. 
The wrongs, that pain — the woes that blight. 

His own beloved — his native earth — 
His native earth — his native earth — 

The home, that nursed the free and brave ; 

Where now in triumph treads the slave. 
The land, that gave him birth. 



TRUST TO THY OWN BRAVE HEART. 

Trust to thy own brave heart, my friend. 

And strike with me for right; 
Though cowards from us part, my friend, 

Yet right will give us might: 
Although by thousands we're assailed, 

In our good cause confide ; 
He never failed, who never quailed, 

It right were on. his side. 

^1 
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Think on each glorious name, mj friend, 

And nerve thine arm for fight; 
Think on their deathless fame, my friend, 

And strike with me for right: 
With me, through thickest of their host. 

Be death or conquest sought ; 
Though life be lost, how slight the cost, 

If glory's crown be bought. 



THE MOTHER TO HER SON. 

MRS. DOWNINO. 

Speed thee boy I the battle cry 

Already echoes through the glen ; 
And freemen's swords are flashing high. 

In Erin's sacred cause again : 
From rocky dale, from sunny vale, 

From rugged mountain's craggy brow. 
Her warrior sons, in gleaming mail, 

Are rushing at the signal now. 

Speed thee boy 1 thy hand is weak, 
'Twas never yet in battle tried ; 

The down of youth is on thy cheek. 
But think on how thy father died. 

Away — the clans are rushing by; 
The Saxon thunders on the plains ; 

O'Nial'8 fire is in thine eye: 
Mc Caura's blood is in. X\iy n««». 
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Nay, check not boy, those manly tears! 

The heart that often fiercest proves — 
That braves the death-field without fears, 

May weep to part from those it loves ; 
And heed not mine, they've fallen before. 

When from my side thy father fled; 
Bemember, *mid the battle's roar. 

The sacred cause, for which he bled. 

Away, boy! be thy bosom strong; 

Again is pealed the signal word. 
And, now, the foeman poors along — 

And, now, the clash of war is heard I 
Away ! — amid the battle wild, 

O'Nial's glittering steel wiU tell, 
When brandished by McCaura's child; 

Speed thee, boy !--farewell !— farewell! 



ASTORE. 

JOHN D'aLTON. 

The voice that wooed thee, lady dear! 

Has never flattered yet; 
The heart that throbbed its homage here. 

Has never known deceit; 
If f&te must rivet Erin's chain, 

And freedom beam no more; 
What charm can life for me retain — 

Thee — only thee — astorel 
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But, no I my country must be free. 

Her days of triumph come; 
Prophetic gleams of liberty 

Are bursting through the gloom ; 
How glorious shall their splendours shine. 

On those, whose griefs are o'er! 
But, oh! what beam could brighten mine. 

Bereft of thee — astore ! 



TO-MORBOW. 
Song. 

D. 8. LALOB. 

To-morrow ! what an oracle 

Of doubt, to those that do not sleep. 
Watching the silent sentinel, 

His lonely night-rounds keep. 
To-morrow ! what brave breasts shall lie 

In death's first clasp of nothingness; 
Having above them the broad sky. 

To canopy their wretchedness ? 
How many a mother's eye will shed 
Its first tear for the patriot dead? 

Oh! 'tis a stirring time — the night. 

That waits such morning's fearful breaking ; 
When the rough soldier dreams of fight. 
And conquest, to attend YvSa >N^\xi%*. 
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While tempered lance is near him laid, 
To grasp on starting f^om his bed — 
liives there on earth the craven heart, 
That would not love a soldier's part? 
liives there on earth the dastard hand, 
That would not strike for such a land? 



SWEET IS THE VISION. 
S^onglet. 



JOHN D ALTON, 



Sweet is the vision fancy draws. 
In slumbers, snatched upon the shield; 

When victory seems to crown the cause, 
That leads the hero to the field. 

Nor would he wish the dream un slept. 
That lays him low on battle plain; 

If, ere the chilling thought has crept. 
He hears his friends* triumphant strain. 



BANSHEE^S KEEN. 

DENIS SHINE LALOB. 

Red flows the tide 

Of battle away. 
Quenched is the pride 

Of our helmed array, 
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And mourning the language that victory claims t 
Gk)ne is the power 

Of the valiant in fight, 
And past is the hour 
Of that masterly might, 
Which sparkled, and burned with liberty's flames! 

Why weepeth the eye 

With the torrent of woe? 
Why heaveth the sigh, 

From the fair breast below? 
O'Connor, the boast of our children, is slain ! 
Then on to the breach. 

That his arms have made, 
Ere the sad tidings teach 

How his life is decayed — 
How O'Connor, our chief, and our hero, is slain I 



PURSUK. 

Song. 

JOHN d'ALTON. 

**Hark! hark! — what sounds appal mine earl 
** What glittering arms — what chiefs appear 1 
"How wildly down yon cliflf was borne 
<*That winding blast of bugle horn! 
*' Again, again!" — "Pursue! pursue!'* 
** *Ti8 echoed round"— •* The foe's in view ! 

** PuT8\lft\ p\a«VXfc\ VQ^tW3»RV 



i«> 
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••Oh! Dermidi whither shall we fly? 
••Our friends are far — the foe is nigh — 
•* Our wearied steeds have little power 
••For fleeter speed — their fire is o'er. 
• • And hark 1 again I" — * * Pursue ! pursue I" — 
«« All then is lost"— .** The foe's in view I 

" Pursue 1 pursue! pursue I" 
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OH! SPEED GOOD SHIP. 

S)onglet. 

Away! away! 
Oh! speed good ship upon your way, 

Impelled by wave and wind : 
I care not how they steer your helm ; 
You cannot reach so lost a realm, 

As that we leave behind. 



Away! away! 
Though ruin meet us on our way. 

And storms our death command : 
I'd rather lie beneath that sea, 
Then look upon the misery, 

That gnaws my native land. 
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PALE LAMP OF NIGHT. 
Songlet 

Pale lamp of night, 
That hangest in the starry sky, 

Yield thy soft iight; 
Oh ! show the way escape and safety lie, 

And aid our flight. 

Struck down in fight. 
Bereft of all, save honour's shield. 

We stand this night; 
To bleeding freemen thy pale moonbeams yield. 

And aid our flight. 



THE PLAINT OF THE EXILE. 

Song. 

JOHN o'dONOGHUE. 

As I stood on the shore of the stranger, 

When day was at rest — 
And the sun was declining in gold. 

To his throne in the west — 
Dear Erin I I wept, as I gazed 

On the splendour-paved sea. 
And 1 panted to trace that high road 
Of glory, to thee\ 
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Tho' far, far, away from the scenes 

Of my childhood I roam — 
Oh I can I forget thee one moment 

My dear, happy home 1 
Had I but thy pinions, bright planet, 

How swift would I flee, 
For an instant to gaze, though 'twere death, 

My loved Erin on thee. 

Shall I ever behold thee again ? 

Will the future restore 
One glimpse of thy valleys and hills. 

Ere my sorrows are o'er ? 
Kind heaven I give me but one look 

Ere my pilgrimage cease — 
And death shall come o'er the last ebb 

Of my spirit in peace. 



THE DYING KEBEL. 

SongXet. 

All lone, and lorn, 
From home, from kindred, and from country torn. 

The dauntless rebel dies: 
The foreign menial by his bed. 
Who lifts, for hire, his fevered head, 

AJone receivea his sighs. 
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His sunk eyes roll; 
But dauntless, still, remains his noble soul. 

And flushes his pale cheek: 
While, wildly, from his quivering lips, 
Now dark with coming death's eclipse. 

His dying accents break. 



HAIL TO THE OAK. 
S»ong. 

W. KEBTLAND. 

When, from the new-formed pregnant earth. 

Sprang vegetation's progeny, 
The Irish oak, of ancient birth. 

Arose the kingly forest tree. 
Hail to the oak, the Irish tree. 
And Irish hearts, with three times three ! 

Its verdure sickens, where the slave. 
To power despotic, homage gives ; 

But our Shillelah, with the brave. 
True to the soil, luxuriant lives. 

Hail to the oak, the Irish tree, 

And hearts of oak, with three times three I 

Our Druid rites have spread its fame; 
Our bards have sung the noble tree ; 
Our sailors gain a deathless name. 
Borne, on its planks^to victory. 
Hail to the oak, the Irish tree. 
And British tars, witih t\iT^\.\m^^V\a^l 
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Still may its drcllDg arms extend, 
To guard our isles from foreign foes; 

Its branching green head long defend. 
The shamrock, thistle, and the rose. 

Hail to the oak, the Irish tree. 

And British hearts, with three times three.^ 



GIVE ME THE HARP. 

W. H. MAXWELL. 

Give me the harp, my love, and when 
My finger strikes each golden string. 

Let fancy bring me back again, 
The dream of bliss, that blessed life's spring. 

But if the thought of happier hour. 

Recall one pang of wild regret — 
Then harp exert thy magic power. 

And teach this bosom to — forget. 



TEARS AND SIGHS. 

Songlet. 

DIOBY SHABKET. 

Tears and sighs 

Are the voice of rest. 
When the passions rise. 

In the heaving bieaAl. 
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The eyes distend, 
And the flame appears ; 

But the flashes end, 
In a flood of tears. 

The clouds are red — 
But the storm goes hy, 

And the thunder's sped, 
In a deep drawn sigh. 

Tears and sighs 

Make your dwelling here. 
For my safety lies, 

In a sigh and tear. 



THE MID WATCH. 
Song. 

SHERIDA.N. 

When *tis night, and the mid watch is come. 

And chilling mists hang o'er the darkened main: 
Then sailors think of their far distant home. 
And of thqse friends, they ne'er may see again; 
But when the fight's hegun, 
Each serving at his gun. 
Should any thoughts of them come o'er your mind ; 
Think, only, should the day be won. 
How 'twill cheer. 
Their hearts to hear. 
That their old companion Yie ytm oxi^. 
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', my lad, if you a mistress kind 
Have left on shore, some pretty girl, and true, 
ho many a night doth listen to the wind, 
And sighs, to think how it may fare with you : 

Oh, when the fight's hegun. 

You serving at your gun, 
loold any thought of her come o'er your mind: 

Think, only, should the day he won. 
How 'twill cheer. 
Her heart to hear, 
lat her own true sailor he was one. 



HEBE, 
Scmg. 



Her mind expanded heautiful. 

In her expanding form ; 
Touched its soft lines with gentler gracis 

And heightened every charm : 
It swelled her softly heaving breast. 

And beamed from her bright eye ; 
Flushed sweetly in her mantling blush, 

And breathed forth in her sigh. 

As the young rose-bud grows unseen. 
And swells its soft green sheath; 

Or peeps forth, in a rosy poiut. 
From ita sweet couch beneaX\\: 
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So her young soul, its tender home. 
With growing passion warms, 

And shapes, to forms of loveliness, 
Its tenement of charms. 



DREAMING ON. 

jbotts* 

Dreaming on — dreaming on — 
My days of youth have swiftly flown : 
My dreams were, then, of some bright form. 

In dazzling beauty drest; 
Graced with each soft enchanting charm. 

That wins, and chains, the breast — 
I woke, and found, with joyous start, 
I'd drawn thine image on my heart ! 

Dreaming on — dreaming on — 
My youth has into manhood grown: 
Since then I've dreamed of some pure mind. 

Truth's constant votary. 
By learning graced, by wit refined, 

And rich in poesie — 
I now awake, and Tai^txix^ «e^^ 
These charms, all centATe^,\Q^^/'«i'^^\ 
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DRKAMLAND. 

Sweet sleep, each night, with kindly hand, 

And gently soaring wing. 
Transports me to the flowery land, 

Where hlooms eternal spring ; 
In that wierd land of visions fair. 

All lovely things I see ; 
But nought in Dreamland can compare, 

My Martha, dear, with thee ! 

In Dreamland, still, I feel the spell, 

Thy charms have round me thrown ; 
And all its brightest visions tell, 

Of thee I of thee ! alone : 
And, though in chainless realms I rove, 

My heart feels never free ; 
But owns, as now, its queen of love. 

My Martha, dear, in thee I 



MY MONTHLY ROSE. 

Songlet. 

My monthly rose I 
No pause thy bloom of beauty knows ; 

For scarcely dies one grace, 
Before another mantling charm, 
Fresh as a rose-bud, decks thy form. 

Or bluahes on thy face. 
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My monthly rose I 
No winter time thy kindness knows. 

Thy constant love no chill; 
Through joy and woe, alike, they live. 
And, changeless as their pure source, give 

The same sweet heart flowers stilL 



WHEN I COURT THE SWEET BREEZE 

When I court the sweet breeze, *mid the blossoming trees. 
Your cheek, in each rich bloom, my fancy still sees; 
When I wander, in sleep, through the region of dreams. 
In each landscape of Dreamland, your loveliness beams; 
As I read the learned volume, along each wise line. 
To the eyes of my heart, your brown eyes softly shine : 
Oh ! nought, from their vision, your form can remove. 
While you are so lovely, and I so in love. 

Strange terrors will dart, through my love-troubled heart. 
Whene'er from your presence I'm forced to depart ; 
Each friend that comes near, as a rival I fear; 
In each whispered word, some new danger I fear ; 
My life seems to hang, in suspense, on your breath ; 
Each change in your looks seems a sentence of death : 
J^ese doubtinga, and terrors, what power can remove. 
While you are so lovely, and 1 so Vii\o\e'^ 
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]ftat, till my life cease, my love ne'er can decrease ; 
Though its doubtings and anguish bring death to my peace: 
Wliene*er, for a moment, I loosen lore's chain, 
One sweet dimpled smile will rebind it again : 
)ly patoion grows still, let me strive as I will^ 
Ind its Bwift-mounting fires my fond bosom fill : 
Tain I yain I are all efforts this flame to remove — 
Vliile you are so lovely, still! still! I must love! 

Tet, ne'er could I pray that the love-lighted ray, 
Vliich beams in your eyes, should in lustre decay; 
%ough your bosom of snow, has caused me sach woe, 
should grieve if I thought it less lovely could grow: 
lince I never could bear to behold you less fair, 
jet the spell of your beauty dispel my despair; 
lince to lessen your charms would but new sorrow prove, 
\e lovely as ever! but give me your lovel 



THE SUMMER BAIN. 

The summer rain falls lighter. 

When sunbeams shine the while : 
And sorrow's clouds seem brighter, 

When lit by love's sweet smile : 
Oh ! thus, with kind smiles beaming. 

My heart's bright sunshine prove; 
And e'en when tears are streaming, 

Tbey'JJ glow with rays o£\o\^. 
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The rain, 'mid light descending, 

An arch of gems appears; 
And love, with kindness blending. 

Can lend joy's hue to tears. 
Oh I thus, with kind smiles beaming. 

My heart's bright sanshine prove; 
And, e'en when tears are streaming, 

They'll glow with rays of love. 



DEAR MAID. 
S^onglet 

Dear maid, I ever deemed thee fair. 
But dreamed not I should find. 

Thy form, so graced by beauty rare, 
Contained an angel's mind: 

Enchanted by thy virtues now, 

I breathe to thee my fervent vow. 



I think not of thy faultless form ; 

Love, beauty-bom, soon dies; 
But fondly mark each mental charm. 

Soft beaming from thine eyes: 
Enchanted by thy virtues now, 
I breathe to thee my feiNCoX ^q^ . 
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THE. HIDDEN MLNK. 

Song. 

I knew not what my strength could bear 

Till love had braced each nerve ; 
I dreamed not what my heart could dare, 

Till thee it sought to serve: 
A £fiant*s might I seem to sway, 

When thy kind words approve; 
And forms of danger fade away. 

When braved for thee, my love. 

The forest fire, that rent the earth, 

And showed the hidden mine, 
Is like the flame, that drew its birth. 

From those bright eyes of thine ; 
The wealth that in my bosom lay. 

Unprized, unknown to me. 
Love hath poured forth, in bright array. 

To purchase joy for thee. 



CONSTANCY. 
£onglet. 

JOHN d'ALTON. 

Let him, who lady's heart would move 
To passion's sigh, and tenderest love. 
Breathe his true vows, when moonbeams pour. 
For love delights in midnight boux, 
Or calm of summer even; 
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And Boon as in his circling arms 
Her heart heats quick — her hosom warms ; 
Then let him wliisper constancy ; 
The soft emhrace — the broken sigh — 
Shall be by her forgiven. 



THE KISS. 
S^onglet. 

MISS TIGHE. 

Transient the kiss, as is the treasure, 

From the rose's breath we sip, 
When snatched by youth, in hours of pleasure, 

From unthinking beauty's lip. 

But when to faithful lover given, 

By the lip of plighted maid, 
Purer than the breath of heaven. 

Pledge of bliss, that ne'er can fade. 



MY GENTLE BBIDE. 
S^otigXet. 

M. J. BARRT. 

I^I here, before the altar kneeling, 

I take thee for my gentle bride, 
IVined to my heart by every feeling, 
That time, or cbauge, cMin^'w to*\^^. 
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I take thee, here, in joy or sorrow, 
Throngh life thy path to guard and guide. 

And, oh I may every coming morrow 
Bring blessings to my gentle bride. 



THE BRIDAL DAT. 
Song. 

The bridal day! the bridal day! 

How bright its morning opes, 
To those, whose youthful hearts are gay. 

And warm with lover's hopes: 
Love's rose-crowned birthday it appears, 

And breathes of home and joys; 
Thus to the young, in heart, and years, 

'Tis viewed with raptured eyes. 

The bridal day I the bridal day I 

How sad its morning comes, 
To those, whose loves have passed away. 

Untimely to their tombs ; 
It opes the fountain of their tears, 

And tells of long-lost joys; 
Thus to the old, in heart, and years, 

*Tis viewed with mourning eyes. 

Oh ! ever thus, to hearts in woe, 
Joy's light reveals their wound; 

As torches in the nightime's show, 
The Jarkness poured aroutid-. 



1.^ 
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One moment, to the bleeding heart. 
It brings its happy years; 

The next, alas! with anguished start, 
Joy's light is quenched in tears. 



EVENING STAR. 
Sonnet. 

DESMODT. 

Soft star, approaching slowly on the sky. 

With solemn march, if e*er beneath thy beam. 
Darkling, I heaved the deep impassioned sigh. 

Or bade the silent tear of feeling stream; 
If e'er, with fancy's magic voice, I called 

Ten thousand sprites to tend thy sapphire car. 
If e'er, by rusliing darkness unappalled, 

I followed thy receding light afar, 
Be gracious now: to this love laboured bower. 

With thy bright clue, conduct my promised fair; 
FuU on her face thy yellow radiance pour. 

And gild the flowing tissue of her hair; 
So shall the nightingale her note prolong, 
Wild warbling to thine ear, our bridal song I 



SYMPATHY. 
Song. 

MBS. TIGHE. 

Wert thou sad, I would beguile 

Thy sadness, by my tender lay ; 
Wert thou in a moo^ t^ «sxdk. 
With thee^ \aug\i tYve\vo^3ii^ wrvj 
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Didst thou feel inclined to sleep, 

I would watch, and hover near ; 
Did misfortune bid thee weep, 

I would give thee tear for tear. 

Not a sigh, that heaved thy breast, 

put I'd echo from my own ; 
Did one care disturb thy rest, 

Mine, alas! were also flown. 

When the hour of death should come, 

I'd receive thy latest sigh ; 
Only ask to share thy tomb, 

Then, contented, with thee die. 



CALM DELIGHT. 
S^onglet. 

Birds, flowers, soft winds, and waters gently flowing. 

Surround me day and night. 
Still sweetly on my heart bestowing 

Content, and calm delight. 

When day's toil wearies, sleep my peace restoring, 

Descends with balmy night; 
In bright dreams on my bosom pouring. 

Content and calm de\ig)it. 
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WOULD TOU CHOOSE A FRIEND? 

Song. 

GRIFFIN. 

Would you choose a friend ? Attend 1 attend I 
I'll teach you how to attain your end. 
He on whose lean and bloodless cheek 
The red grape leayes no laughing streak. 
On whose dull white brow and clouded eye 
Cold thought and care sit heavily, 

Him you must flee, 

'Tween you and me, 
That man is yery bad company. 



And he around whose jewelled nose 

The blood of the red grape freely flows ; 

Whose pursy frame as he fronts the board 

Shakes like a wine sack newly stored. 

In whose half-shut, moist, and sparkling eye« 

The wine god revels cloudily. 

Him you must flee, 

'Tween you and me. 
That man is very bad company. 



But he who takes his wine in measure. 
Mingling wit and sense with pleasure, 
Who liken good wine fot l\ve*^o's \\.Vsitva^«^ 
And merrily laught and gaW^ s\xv^^\ 
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With heart and bumper always full, 
Never maudlm, never dull. 

Your friend let him be, 

'Tween you and me, 
That man is excellent company. 



SEE WICKLOW'S HILLS. 



£onglet. 



HUSSE7 BUBGH. 



See ! Wicklow's hoary hills are white with snow ; 
Scarce can the labouring woods the weight sustain; 
The rivers cease to flow, 
Curbed with an icy chain. 

Revive that dying blaze, and never spare 
Your choicest flask of vintage "fifty-seven;'** 
To drink shall be our care — 
The rest we leave to heaven. 

Let not the morrow's ills thy thoughts employ. 
But count the passing hours for present gains ; 
Nor shun love's gentle joy. 
Whilst rosy youth remains. 



• i 767. Tliifl song was written m VI 6V. 
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FOR YOU AND ME. 

JOHN o'DONOOHUE. 

Why are stars above us shining* 

Beautiful and bright — love? 
Why is day so soon reclining 
In the arms of night — love? 
Why are winds in fragrance dying. 
O'er each flower and tree — love ? 
Soft and sweet as angels sighing — 
All for you and me — love. 
For you and me, 

O'er tree and flower. 
For you and me. 

O'er stream and bower. 
Beauty sheds her silyer dower, 
• All for you and me, loye. 



Why are dew-drops starring brightly. 

Every sleeping rose — ^love? 
Distant planets tremble lightly. 

Hushed in rich repose — love ; 
The moon above, her vigil keeping. 

Silvers every tree — love ; 
Showers of Ught aiouiid \ia weeping — 

All for you and me— \on^\ 
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For you and me. 

O'er leaf and flower ; 
For you and me. 

O'er vale and bower. 
Living beauty sheds her dower, 

All for you and me, love. 



THE MUSK BIRD. 

When, wafting joy to Indian shores, 
Its cooling sweets the musk wind pours, 
Borne on its balmy breeze, it brings 
A lovely bird, with golden wings, 
That, sweetly singing, pours its note. 
Where soft those scented zephyrs float; 
And comes, and goes, and only lives. 
Amid the sweets the musk wind gives. 



Bright as this orient bird, you rise. 
Loved Liza! to my raptured eyes: 
Charmed nature's face appears to wear 
Her loveliest smile, when you are near ; 
And round your beauty's dazzling beams 
An atmosphere of sweetness streams; 
While bright-eyed joy, and rosy love, 
Slaves of your smile, around yo\i moN«. 
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Oh I fold your wings, and make your nest. 
Bright bird of beauty on my breast; 
And every joy, fond love can breathe: 
Shall mantle round your bridal wreath : 
From each dark trace of care and woe. 
Soft tenderness shall smooth your brow; 
Till earthly love shall melt away. 
In heavenly love's still brighter ray. 



1 LOVED HIM FOR HIMSELF ALOXE. 

Senslet. 



SHEBIDAN. 



Thou canst not boast of fortune's store. 
My love, while me they wealthy call ; 
But I was glad to find thee poor. 
For, with my heart, I'll give thee all ; 
And then the grateful youth shall own, 
I loved him for himself alone. 



And when his worth my hand shall gain, 
No look or ^^ord of mine shall show, 
That I the smallest thought retain. 
Of what my bounty did bestow ; 
Thus, still, his grateful heart shall own, 
I loved him for hitnaeVt a\oti^. 
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THE RETURN. 

Once more I fold thee to my heart, 

And feel thou art my own ; 
Once more love's doubts and fears depart, 

Like mists before the sun : 
Hope's faded flowers their tints renew; 

Joy's tears bedew my cheeks, 
Tears, like those streams of far Peru, 

That flow, when daylight breaks. 



A dull, cold, weight oppressed my heart, 

When severed from thy side, 
Oft in my slumbers would I start. 

In dreams that thou hadst died : 
The storm seemed herald of despair. 

The dead- watch spoke of thee ; 
Oh! leave me not, again, to bear 

Such anxious agony. 



Half of the woes that press thy heart, 

I'll gladly bear for thee ; 
And all my joys to thee impart. 

If thou'lt but stay with me ; 
With heightened joys, and lightened woes, 

How calm thy life would glide. 
If I might, thus, until its close, 

Remain love by thy side. 
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MAC CABE'S ELEGY OK THE DEATH OF CAROLAS 

I9irge Sons. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

FUBLONO. 

Woe is my portion ! unremitting woel 
Idly> and wildly, in my grief I rave; 
Thy song, my Tarlogh, shall be sung no more — 
Through festive halls no more thy strains shall flow : 
The thrilling music of thy harp is o'er — 
The hand, that waked it, moulders in the grave. 



I start at dawn — I mark the country's gloom — 
O'er the green hills a heavy cloud appears — 

Aid me, kind heaven, to bear my bitter doom, 
To check my murmurs, and restrain my tears. 



Oh! gracious God! how lonely are my days; 

At night, sleep comes not to those wearied eyes ; 
Nor beams one hope, my sinking heart to raise — 

In Turlogh's grave each hope, that cheered me, lies. 



Oh ! ye blest spirits, dwelling with your Grod, 
Hymning his praise, as ages roll along, 
Receive my Turlogh in youx \iT\%Vvt. ^.bode. 
And bid Jiim aid you in your %wLtfe^ %wcv%. 
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BID ME NOT THD8 TO GO. 

Song. 

Oh I no — oh! no — ^bid me not thus to go — 

My sadly boding heart 

Foretold that we must part, 

But oh ! not so — ^not so — 
Let love's chain, that long hath bound us, 
Yet a moment linger round us ; 
Ere its golden links we shatter, 
And love's flowers for ever scatter. 

Oh! no — oh! no — bid me not, &c. 

Once more! once more! smile as in days of yore; 

And let thy lover's eyes, 

Undimmed by tears, or sighs. 

Gaze on thee and adore : 
Let our love, that dawned so sweetly — 
Shone so brightly — passed so fleetly — 
Kindly close 'mid smiles, and blushing — 
Soon I too soon ! will tears be gushing. 

Oh! no — oh! no — bid me not, &c. 



THK HARP. 
Song. 

JOHN AN8TER. 

Clara, hast thou not often seen, and smiled 

A rosy child. 
Deeming that none were near, 
Touch with a trembling hand 
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Some fine-toned instrument, 
Then gaze, with sparkling eye, as on her ear 
The murmurs died, like gales, that having fanned 

Soft summer flowers, sink spent. 

Half fearing, still she lingers. 

Till, o'er the strings, again she flings. 
Less tremblingly, her fingers! — 

But if a stranger eye 

The timid sport should spy. 

Oh! then, with pulses wild. 

This rosy child 

Will throb, and fly, 
Turn pale and tremble, tremble and turn red» 
And, in thy bosom, hide her head. 

Even thus the harp to me 

Hath been a plaything strange, v 
A thing of fear, of wonder, and of glee ; 

Yet would I not exchange 
This light harp's simple gear, for all that man holds dear ; 
And should the stranger's ear its tones regardless hear. 

It, still, is sweet to thee! 



THE MIEBOR. 

SongUt. 

Its image the smooth mirror shows. 

Only, when it unsullied glows; 
And, stainless, mu&l tYie yoxn^t, heart prove. 
That can reflect a coTvalwi\.\oNfe» 
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If but a breath the mirror stain, 
The image may no more remain; 
And if, to sin, the heart give room, 
Love flies from its polluted home. 

Then keep thy young heart ever pure. 
If thou wouldst have thy love endure; 
For stainless must the young heart prove, 
That can preserve a constant love. 



SYMPATHY. 

WILLIAM PRESTON. 

Some fluids, if aright the chemists teach. 
Contain such vital force, and heat, 
Though separate, cold, and lifeless each. 
So closely draw, so fiercely meet. 
That, in the conflict of desire. 
They chafe to sudden fire. 

And thus it is with human souls — we find. 

All conscious of the dear ally. 

When mind has met a kindred mind. 

It rushes to the mutual tie ; 

It springs, the fond embrace to claim — 

Thejr meet, they mix, they fLame. 
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WHAT HATH TIME TAKRN? 
Song. 

MISS BBOWN.* 

What hath time taken? Stars, that shone 

On the early years of earth, 
And the ancient hills they looked upon. 

Where a thousand streams had birth; 
Forests that were the young world's dower, 

With their long unfading trees ; 
And the halls of wealth, and the thrones of power- 

He hath taken more than these. 

He hath taken away the heart of youth. 

And its gladness, which hath been. 
Like the summer sunshine o'er our path, 

Making the desert green ; 
The shrines of an early hope and love, 

And the flowers of every clime. 
The wise, the beautiful, the brave. 

Thou hast taken from us, time! 

What hath time left us? desolate 

Cities, and temples lone. 
And the mighty works of genius, yet 

Glorious, when all are gone; 
And the lights of memory, lingering long. 

As the eve on western seas — 
Treasures of science, thought, and song — 

He hath left us more than these. 

• The bUika po^iUiA. 
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He hath left us a lesson of the past, 

In the shades of perished years; 
He hath left us the heart's high places waste, 
- And its rainhows fallen in tears. 
But there's hope for the earth and her children still, 

Unwithered by woe or crime, 
And a heritage of rest for all, 

Thou hast left us these, oh time I 



MY HEART. 
Songlet. 

Why dost thou throb, with sudden start. 
My heart 1 my heart ! 

I hear ! I hear I his courser fleet. 

Bearing my true love to my feet ; 

This makes thee throb, with sudden start,. 
My heart 1 my heart I 



Must we but meet, again to part. 
My heart I my heart I 

No ! from this hour, whate'er betide, 

I'll still be found by my lore's side ; 

Joy 1 joy 1 we never more shall part, 
My heart I my Yie&T\ \ 
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THE CARNATION. 

OEOROS NUGENT BETHOLDS. 

Ye passing gales, that fan the spring. 
Far hence on speedy pinions fly. 

Nor dare to waft, on furtive wing. 
Those sweets the rival plants supply. 

Blest be that hand, whose simple cares. 
In earth, the latent beauties spread; 

Their growth the planter's hand reveres. 
And hails him from the scented bed. 

Rise! rise! you painted beauties rise I 
And chaste expand your vermeil hue ; 

While golden beams make bright your dyes. 
My hopes shall spring and blossom, too. 

While thus my heart with fondness glowed. 
My lips addressed each blooming flower. 

But, when they drooped, my eyelids flowed. 
And bathed them in a blameless shower. 



SWEET CHLOE. 
Song. 

LYSAGHT. 

Sweet Chloe advised me, in accents divine. 

The joys of the bowl to surrender; 
Nor lose, in the turbid excesses of wine. 
Delights, more ecstatic, asi^ tfcu^^tx 
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She bade me ao longer in yinejards to bask. 
Or stagger at orgies, the dupe of a flask — 

For the sigh of a sot's but the scent of a cask, 
And a bubble the bliss of a bottle. 

To a soul that's exhausted, or sterile, or dry, 

The juice of the grape may be wanted; 
Mine's cheered and reyived by a love-beaming eye. 

And with fancy's gay flowsrets enchanted. 
Oh 1 who, but an owl, woulil a garland entwine 

Of Bacchus's ivy — and myrtle resign — 
Yield the odours of love, for the vapours of wine. 

And Chloe's kind kiss for a bottle. 



THE SEARCH. 

DEBMODT. 

Gentle shepherds have you seen. 

Tripping o'er the flowery green. 

Her, whose charms have wondrous power — 

Lavish nature's fairest flower ! 

Many tokens I can show. 

By which my sweetheart you may know. 

In her cheeks sly dimples dwell. 
Like the roses dewy bell ; 
In her eyes, where rapture plays. 
Quivers Bbine of pointed rays *, 
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White her front, as untrod snow. 
Her breath the sweet pea's baUnjr blow; 
Her lips, as tender morning, red ; 
Her teeth, rich pearls, in coral bed; 
Her sunny tresses, waving, vie 
With the brown broom's golden dye. 

Tet, lest heedless, you should make 
Some unworthy, mean mistake, 
In the search for my soul's flame. 
Single out the brightest dame ; 
Then bring the wanderer back to me, 
For that surely must be she ! 



ANNA MARIA, 

Anna Marie ! 

Come sit with me, 
Where the linnet sings in the hawthorn tree: 
There daisies bright, and ivy green. 
Amid the close cropped grass, are seen ; 
And primroses, of palest gold. 
Their mildly scented buds imfold ; 
While over all, when light winds blow. 
The sweet bloom falls, like scented snow. 

Anna Marie, &c. 

Anna Marie I 
Come sit with me. 
Where the linnet sings in the hawthorn tree: 
The gentle linnet's aUver note, 
Around us on the breeze itv«^tL^%X\ 
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But sweeter than the linnet's lay, 
Shall be the words you then shall say; 
And, brighter than the brightest flower, 
Shall be the memory of that hour. 

Anna Marie, &c. 



WHILE FROM MY LOOKS. 
Songlet. 

PBIOB. 

While from my looks, fkir nymph, you guess 

The secret passion of my mind ; 
My heavy eyes, you say, confess 

A heart, to lore, and grief inclined. 

There needs, alas! but little art 

To hare this fatal secret found ; 
With the same care you threw the dart, 

'Tis certain you may show the wound. 



HOURS LIKE THOSE. 

Song. 

CALLANAN. 

Hours like those I spent with you, 

So bright, so passing, and so few. 

May never bless roe more — ^farewell! 

My heart can feel, but dare not tell. 

The rapture of those hours of light, 

TJjuB BDAtched from sorrow's c\ieeT\M% m^X. 
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'Tis not thy cheek's soft blended hue ; 
*Tis not thine eye of heavenly blue; 
"Tis not the radiance of thy brow, 
That thus would win or charm me now, 
It is thy heart's warm light, that glows, 
Like sunbeams on December snows. 

It is thy wit, that flashes bright, 
As lightning on a stormy night, 
Illuming even the clouds, that roll. 
Along the darkness of my soul. 
And bidding, with an angel's voice. 
The heart, that knew no joy — rejoice. 

Too late we met— too soon we part. 

Yet dearer to my soul thou art. 

Than some, whose love has grown with years. 

Smiled with my smile, and wept my tears ; 

Farewell! but, absent, thou shalt seem. 

The vision of some heavenly dream, 

Too bright on child of earth to dwell: 

It must be so — my friend, farewell. 



BRIGHT STAR OF EVE. 

Bright star of eve arise! arise! 

And glad my longing sight; 
Cb&ae the last sunbeam from the skies. 

And lead in lovely ms\iX*. 
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Bid the cool dew revive our flowers, 

And moonlight gild the vale ; 
And, in our jasmine scented bowers, 

Awake the nightingale. 



Bright star of eve arise I arise ! 

Amid the golden west ; 
Bring to the maiden's longing eyes, 

The youth, that she loves best : 
Guide safely, with thy silver beam. 

Their footsteps in the grove, 
And lend enchantment to their dream. 

Of happiness and love. 



* .* 



Bright star of eve arise I arise ! 

Unyoke the weary steer; 
And, as the ploughman, homeward, hies. 

His twilight journey cheer: 
Lead forth his little ones half way. 

To meet their sire's embrace ; 
And with thy softest, loveliest ray. 

Light up each happy face. 

Bright star of eve arise! arise! 

Shine through the cloudless air ; 
And point toward heaven the peasant's eyes. 

In humble heartfelt prayer: 
Pour sweetly ©*er the kneeling group, 

Thy rays of silver light ; 
And fill their hearts with peace and love. 

Amid the shades of night. 
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RVENING. 



^onfi. 



The sweetest hour man spendeth. 
Is the hour when daylight endeth. 

And the reign of starry night is at hand : 
Then sounds the soft low humming. 
Of the tired bee homeward coming, 

From its long day's toil and travel o'er the land. 



Each sister flower and brother, 

Hold sweet converse with each other, 
As they rest their dewy blossoms on the ground: 

Bose, hyacinth, and lily. 

Fill the air, so soft, and stilly. 
With their odours breathing Eden all around. 



Eve's coolness overshading, 

Now revives the blossoms fading, 
From the summer day's exhausting h^t and divth, 

And twilight shadows stealing. 

Half concealing, half revealing, 
Spread a mantle of soft be&uty o*er the earth. 
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MOONBEAM AND STARBEAM. 

Now, round its loved pines, 
The ivy twines. 
Its fondly clasping arras ; 
With mantle of green. 
It seeks to screen, 
Its consort from nightly storms: 
Each floweret first sips. 
With lovely lips, 
Its evening draught of dew ; 
And its leaves then close. 
In soft repose. 
Till sunbeams the day renew : 
Day hath departed, with heat, and with light. 
And evening now leads in the sweet summer night. 

Now dies the last ray, 
Of parted day. 
With light so cold and pale; 
All woodnotes are still. 
On vale and hill. 
Except from the nightingale : 
Bright stars now appear, 
*Mid azure clear, 
Outflashing, one by one ; 

And earth's verdant floor, 
Is silvered o'er. 
With beams of the crescent moon : 
Moonbeam and starbeam now lend their mild light. 
To rereal the Boft charms of the sweeX ftvvnxm^T \\\\^\. 
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NIGHT. 
Song. 

Oh I summer night, so calm and fair» 

In starry mantle drest, 
Sweet is the healing balm 70U bear. 

To soothe the mourner's breast ; 
With soft moonlight, and dew-drops bright. 

You gild the peaceful vale ; 
And breathe delight, oh I lovely night. 

In songs of nightingale. 

And if these fail to calm his woes, 

And dry his eyes sad streams ; 
You steep his soul in soft repose, 

And soothe him with sweet dreams : 
- Then, from the tomb, friends seem to come. 

Who loved him when a boy ; 
And scenes of home around him bloom. 

And cheat him into joy. 



DRY BE THAT TEAR. 
iBong. 

SHERIDAN. 

Dry be that tear, my gentlest lore. 
Be hushed that struggling sigh ; 
Nor seasons, day, not fate shall prove. 
More fixed, more true, Wvwvl-. 



THE SONGS OF IRELAND. 179 

Hushed be that sigh, be dry that tear. 
Cease boding doubt, cease anxious fear — 
Dry be that tear. 

Ask you how long my lore shall stay, 

When all that's new is past ? 
How long, ah I Delia, can I say, 

How long my life shall last ? 
Dry be that tear, be hushed that sigh. 
At least 111 love you till I die — 
Hushed be that sigh. 

And does that thought affect you, too. 

The thought of Sylvio's death. 
That he, who only breathed for you. 

Must yield that faithful breath ? 
Hushed be that sigh, be dry that tear, 
Nor let us lose our heaven here — 
Dry be that. tear. 



OH! WHEN THE BOSOM'S TOBN. 

^ong. 



JAMES KENNET. 



Oh ! when the bosom's torn with care. 
When sad regret controls us, 

For one perverse and cruel fair, 
Another beat consoles us. 
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This lovely woman fortune sends. 
Shall make my jaded heart amends; 
Now my fancy fain would sketch her ; 
And with every charm enrich her : 
Eyes brilliant, languishing, and tender ; 
Figure eleg^ant, and slender ; 
And, upon her lov^y face. 
Steals a soft and pensive grace. 
Which, as I her woes beguile, 
Oently brightens to a smile : 
How my grieft will then abate I 

She'll delight me. 

And requite me. 
For the frowns of cruel fate. 

Oh ! when the bosom's torn with care. 
When sad regret controls us ; 

For one perverse and cruel fair. 
Another best consoles us. 



CLARA. 

WILLIAM PBESTOy. 

What various fetters love contrives. 
The captive heart to bind i 
In soothing speech full oft he flows. 
And oft in modest blushes glows ; 
Fall oftf within a dimple, Uves, 
Or, more retired, w\t\»xi«^'avva^v 
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Sorely Citm, 
The fullness of his mighty reign we see ; 
For what, in other maids, would prove. 
To passion death, in thee, redoubles lore. 

No, nererl never! magic &ir. 
Ne'er did thy blooming grace 
Such a resistless charm import. 
Or seize with such a force my heart. 

As does thy faint and languid air — 
As does thy pale and faded fiioe; 
Not the roseate blush of health, 
That went, and came, with sweet alluring stealth, 
Kaised such whirlwinds of dedre ; 
And tore my madd*ning soul, with such impetuous fire* 



THE QUAIL.* 

Whence come those sounds along the gale- 

Ama Deum 1 Ama Deum ! 
Oh ! they're the wild notes of the quail. 
That, softly, from the covert steal, 
And seem with sorrow, to reprove, 
A world, that has forgot to love — 
Ama Deum 1 Ama Deum I 



* In the soath of Europe the quail call is supposed to be pt<id\K«l \^^ iaJt^'^A%. 
le wiwdM "Ams Deaaa." 
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Again it sounds so soft, and sweet — 
Ama Deum 1 Ama Deum 1 

Dear bird ! thy music stays my feet; 

Thy words my lips, with joy, repeat; 

While, bending to the throne above, 

My heart joins in thy hymn of loYe— 
Ama Deum! Ama Deum 1 



LOVE'S LAST FLIGHT. 

Song. 

JOHN d'alton; 

Oh 1 why should lovers fear to die. 

Whose hearts can throb no more to pleasure; 
Whose life is but a stolen sigh. 

And memory their only treasure? 
If dreams can soften lovers' grief, 

If, locked in sleep, they cease to languish ; 
How much more dear were that relief. 

Which leaves not e'en a trace of anguish. 

Some spirit of the hill shall spread 

The sweetest flowers, round true love's pillow ; 
And pity's tear shall dew their bed. 

And wood-nymphs wreath their funeral willow. 
Such bliss might stay the soul's last flight, 

The lingering look would be forgiven ; 
Transporting moment of d^U^it, 
Though stolen from tYie ^07% oi YkfewsssA 
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HER I LOVE. 
Song. 

DEBMODT. 

Sweet is the woodbine's fragrant twine ; 
Sweet the ripe burthen of the vine ; 
The pea bloom sweet, that scents the air; 
The rose-bud sweet, beyond compare ; 
Sweet the perfume of yonder grove — 
Sweeter the lip of her I love. 

Soft the rich meadow's velvet green, 
Where cowslip tufts are early seen ; 
Soft the young cygnet's snowy breast. 
Or down, that lines the linnet's nest; 
Soft the smooth plumage of the dove — 
Softer the breast of her I love. 

Bright is the star that opes the day ; 
Bright the 'mid noon's refulgent ray ; 
Bright, on yon hill, the sunny beam ; 
Bright the blue mirror of the stream ; 
Bright the' gay twinkling fires above — 
Brighter the eye of her I love. 

To match her grace, with idle pain. 
Through nature's stores I search in vain ; 
All, that is bright, and soft, and sweet. 
Does in her form concentered meet ; 
Then muse how weak, thy power must prove. 
To paint the charms of her l\ove\ 
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LUTE OF MY LOVED ONE. 

Song. 

Lute of my loved one, when her hand of snow 

Next wakes thy voice of sweetest melody, 
Breathe not thy tones of war or fabled woe; 
But plead, oh! plead for me. 

Tell, that her love hath made my heart its home» 

And keeps it from all meaner passions free; 
Say, that although to distant climes she roam. 
Her image dwells with me. 

Thus let the vessel of my love depart. 

With favouring gales, soft breathing still from thee: 
So shall it reach the haven of her heart. 
O'er waves of melody. 



THE CHAINS OF SPAIN ARE BREAKING. 

Song. 

REV. CHABL£S WOLFK. 

The chains of Spain are breaking 1 

Let Gaul despair, and fly; 
Her wrathful trumpet's speaking. 

Let tyrants hear, and die. 

Her standard, o'er us arching. 

Is burning red and far; 
The soul of Spain \a m«xc\i\w%> 
Id thunders to the wax— 
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Look around your lovely Spain, 

And say shall Gaul remain? — 
Behold yon burning valley ; 

Behold yon naked plain — 

Let us hear their drum — 

Let them come, let them come 1 
For vengance and freedom rally, 
And Spaniards! onwards for Spain. 

Bemember! remember Barossa; 

Bemember Napolean's chain — 
Bemember your own Sarragossa, 

And strike for the cause of Spain — 
Bemember your own Sarragossa, 

And onward! onward! for Spain. 



THIS BOTTLE. 
S^onglet. 

SHEBIDA.N. 

This bottle's the sun of our table; 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
We — ^planets, that are not able, 

Without his help, to shine. 

Let mirth and glee abound! 

You'll soon grow bright. 

With borrowed light. 
And sbiae, as he goes round. 
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DEAR CUPID. 

S^cmgUt. 

JAMES KENNET. 

By the sad sighs of woe. 
By the cares you bestow, 
By thy mischieyous bow, 

Dear Cupid be near us. 

By thy treacherous charms. 
By the frown, that alarms. 
By the smile, that disarms. 

Oh 1 gentle god hear us. 



AWAY. 
Sottglet. 



The zephyr bears the thistle down, 
Far from its native meadow blown, 

Away! away! 
And each light breath of passion moves 
Thy faithless heart to worthless loves. 

Away! away! 

The scentless weed the wise uproot, 
And cast it *neath the passer's foot. 

Away I away! 
And thus thy faithless heart I spurn. 
And from thy worthleaft beauty turn, 

Away\ aN?ay\ 



THE SONGS OF IRELAND. 187 

GODDESS OF THE MAGIC CESTUS. 

^onglet. 

o'keeffk. 

Goddess of the magic cestus, 

Queen of amorous arts and wiles, 
How can we, when cares molest us, 

Veil our agonies in smiles. 

Whilst in dread suspense we tremble. 
Whilst black cares and fears annoy, 

Vain the effort to dissemble, 
Hard to wear the face of joy. 



TRUE LOVE. 
Songlet, 

BICKBBSTAFF. 

talk not to me of the wealth she possesses, 
\y hopes and my views, to herself, I confine; 
splendour of riches but slightly impresses 
heart, that is fraught with a passion, like mine. 

Love, only love, should our souls be cemented, 

o interest, no motive, but that, would I own, 

.h her, in a cottage, be blest and contented ; 

nd wretched, without her, though plouc^^^ o\i «k. \Jwtw\fc» 
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HE WAS FAMED FOR DEEDS OF ARMS. 

ANDREW CHEBBT. 

He was famed for deeds of arms. 
She a maid of enyied charms ; 
She to him her love imparts, 
One pure flame perrades both hearts; 
Honour calls him to the field. 
Love to conquest, now, must yield — 
Sweet maidl he cries, again I'll come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet sounds a yictory ! 

Battle, now, with fury glows; 

Hostile blood in torrents flows; 

His duty tells him to depart; 

She pressed her hero to her heart; 

And, now, the trumpet sounds to arms ; 

Amid the clash of rude alarms — 
Sweet maid I he cries, again I'll come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet sounds a victory ! 

He with love and conquest bums. 
Both subdue his mind by turns! 
Death the soldier, now, enthrals! 
With his wounds the hero falls! 
She, disdaining wars alarms, 
Kushed, and caught him in her arms ! 
Oh I death, he cries, thou' tt welcome now to me! 
For, bark I the trumpet so\iiieL% %. v\cVst^\ *^^ 
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SONG OF THK STREAMS. 

MBS. DOWNINO. 

We're rushing, we're rashing. 

All freely and bright ; 
The sunbeam is flushing 

Our waves with its light ; 
Oh I long the dark winter 

In ice chains hath bound us, 
But now the fair hand 

Of the spring tide is round us. 

We're glancing away. 

From the height of the mountain ; 
Were leaving our spray, 

On the calm valley fountain ; 
Through the depth of the glen, 

In the shade of the woods. 
We're murmuring our music. 

And mingling our floods. 

We're sparkling along, 

Over granite and green; 
We're heard but in song. 

And, in light, we are seen; 
The brushwood is stemming. 

Our tides, as they flow ; 
And the young flowers are gemming, 

Wherever we go. 
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Hark to the sounds 

Of our waters afar, 
As they break through the bounds 

Where the wild willows are; 
Oh ! fresh from the chain 

Of the winter wind gushing, 
In the beauty of spring tide, 

We*re rushing, we're rushing I 



HDSSA THA MEASG. 
Song. 



CALLANAN. 



My love, my still unchanging love. 
As fond, as true, as hope above; 
Though many a year of pain passed by 
Since last I heard thy farewell sigh. 
This faithful heart doth still adore, 
Hussa tha measg na realtan more.* 

What onee we hoped might then have been. 
But fortune darkly frowned between ; 
And though far distant is the ray. 
That lights me on my weary way, 
I love, and shall, till life is o'er, 
Hussa tha measg na realtan more. 

* Thott who ftre amougftt \^q ^«a.\«c "j^^k^^Xa, 
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Though maay a light of beauty shone, 
Along my path, and lured me on, 
I better loved thy dark bright eye. 
Thy witching smile, thy speaking sigh; 
Shine on, this heart shall still adore 
Hussa tha measg na realtan more. 



BELOVED BLANAID. 
Songlet. 

FROM THE IRISH. 
JOHN d'alton. 

Adown her back, in curls, is rolled 
Her yellow hair, like beams of gold ; 
Her downy hands — her full blue eye. 
Her teeth, like fine-set ivory — 
Such is my lovely maid. 



Like kindling flame her blushing cheek; 
Swan-like her majesty of neck; 
Her bosom white, as earthless snow, 
Are few of all the charms, that glow 
In my beloved B\axia\d. 
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» 



ANGER. 

When anger flashes on your cheek, 

The burning words restrain; 
And let not passion, madly, break 

The links of love's bright chain : 
The flame, that for a moment rules. 

And glows, with ruddy glare. 
When, sinking to the earth, it cools, 

Leaves blackness and despair. 

Oh ! count how many years were spent. 

In weaving that bright chain; 
How, o'er it, smiles and tears were blent — 

Then make not all these vain: 
Break not these golden bonds ! oh I think. 

When once they're torn apart, 
They'll ne'er unite — but each rent link 

Will rankle in the heart. 



THE BUDDING ROSE. 

Songlet. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Have you e'er seen, bathed in the morning dew, 

The budding rose its infant bloom display ; 
When flrst its virgin tmta \mMd to view, 
It shrinks, and scarcely tiu«X»\JKv^\JvaaA^1^1, 
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So soft» 80 delicate, so 8we«t she came, 
Youth's damask glow just dawning on her cheek; 

I gazed, I sighed, I caught the tender flame, 
Felt the fond pang, and drooped with passion weak. 



THE NIGER. 

The Niger dives heneath the sands, 

To hide him from the hot sun's huming : 
And I must flee to foreign lands. 

To 'scape thy bright eyes bitter scorning: 
But, though beneath the sands he flow. 

We, still, can hear his torrent rushing; 
And, though to foreign lands I go, 

Mj heart will feel love's fount, still, gushing. 



The Niger, when he nears the sea, 

Mounts up to meet the breezes blowing; 
And, if thoud'st breathe consent to me. 

To foreign lands I'd ne'er be going : 
How bright our stream of years would prove, 

For ever, then, with sunshine glowing. 
And gliding, 'mid sweet scenes of love. 

To the dark sea around Ufe flLow'm^. 
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INDISPOSITION. 

EDWABD LA.WSON. 

When, on the silken conch reclined, 
In all the graceful ease of pain. 

We see that form voluptuous wind. 
And hear that melting voice complain. 

Won by that soft, seducing tone. 
Those sighs, so tremulously sweet, 

We pity her, who pities none. 
Then, love-sick, languish at her feet. 

That arm, that props the hectic cheek, 
Those curls, that trace the heaving breast. 

That twilight gloom, subdued, and weak, 
Delicious sympathies suggest. 

And, oh 1 that treacherous trembling tear. 
That sleepy, langour-swimming eye: — 

The lightning never is so near. 
As in the cloudy, livid sky. 



THINK NOT, MY LOVE. 
Song. 

8HEBIOAN. 

Think not, my love, when secret grief 

Freys on my saddened heart— 
Think not I wieih a mean xeVVei, 
Or would from eotxow ipotl-. 
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Dearly I prize the sighs sincere, 

That my true fondness prove; 
Nor could I bear to check the tear, 

That flows from hapless love. 

Alas I though doomed to hope in vain, 

The joys that love requite. 
Yet will I cherish all its pain, 

With sad, but dear delight. 
This treasured grief, this loved despair. 

My lot for ever bej 
But, dearest, may the pangs I bear, 

Be never known to thee. 



THE BROIDERED FLOWER. 

Leave thy vain task, oh! lady fair. 

Nor weave the broidered flower; 
For brighter hues, beyond compare, 

Are blooming round thy bower: 
The simple "rose, that wildly blows. 

And scents the summer air. 
More beauty shows, by far, than those. 

That blush in tapestry rare. 

Then, leave thy XaA'k., %(A. 
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The brightest joys, that life can prore, 

Unprised, thus, round us bloom : 
Content, and peace, and gentle love, 

The heart-flowers of sweet home : 
These flowers, so fair, these joys, so rare» 

As heaven's best boon implore ; 
But spend no care, and breathe no prayer» 

For power or golden store. 

Leave thy vain task, &c. 



IN VAIN YOU TELL. 



<^*onfl. 



<»» 



PBIOB. 

In vain you tell yoiir parting lover. 
You wish fair winds may waft him over : 
Alas 1 what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal those that I sustain, 
From slighted vows and cold disdain ? 

Be gentle, and in pity choose, 
To wish the wildest tempests loose ; 
That thrown, again, upon the coast. 
Where first my shipwrecked heart was lo8t» 
I may, once more, repeat my pain ; 
Oiice more, in dying notfts, complahi 
Of fiJighted vowB, 9xA co\3l ^^^wbl. 
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NOBLE DARING. 

Try ! oh 1 try thy youthful power. 

In ev'ry field of noble daring ; 
And scorn, with dastard soul, to cower. 

And yield thyself to base despairing. 
Try! oh! try! 

Sigh 1 ne'er sigh, brave youth, for fame ; 

But seek for it by noble daring ; 
The victor's crown, the poet's name, 

Are meeds of high-soul'd persevering. 
Try! oh! try! 

Try ! then, try, pure fame to buy. 
By deeds of high and noble daring ; 

Far nobler, trying thus, to die. 

Than crawl through life, in base despairing. 
Try ! oh ! try ! 



WHEN YOUR BEAUTY APPEARS. 



5:ong. 

P A R N E L L . 



When your beauty appears. 
In its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel new dropt from the sky ; 
At distance I gaze, and am awed by my l^«ix%^ 
So strangely you dazzle my eye \ 
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But when without art, 
Your kind thoughts you impart ; 
When your love runs in blushes. through every vein 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your he 
Then I know you're a woman again. 

" There's a passion and pride 
In our sex," she repUed, 
•* And, thus (might I gratify both), I would do ; 
Still an angel appears, to each lover beside, 
And still be a woman, to you." 



WHEN OTHERS LEFT ME. 

Song. 

When others left me in my woes. 

You never proved untrue ; 
And I have borne fate's heaviest blows. 

Sustained by love and you : 
Let sorrow all its fountains ope. 

No woe my breast can move ; 
Whilst o'er the ruins of my hope 

Still bloom the flowers of love. 

Rich in the treasure of your heart, 

Want's terrors I defy ; 
Tho' pow'r, and wealth, and friends depart, 
StiJJ, still! IcanrepVy, 
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Let Borrow all itB fountains ope, 

No woe my breast can move ; 
Whilst o*er the ruins of my hope 

Still bloom the flowers of love. 



OH I YIELD, FAIR LIDS. 

Bong. 

6HBBIDAN. 

Oh ! yield, fair lids, the treasures of my heart ; 

Release those beams, that make this mansion bright ; 
From her sweet sense, slumber I though sweet thou art, 

Begone, and give the air, she breathes in, light. 

Or, while, oh I sleep, thou dost those glances hide. 
Let rosy slumbers, still, around her play ; 

Sweet as the cherub, innocence, enjoyed, 
Wlien in thy lap, new-born, in smiles he lay. 

And thou, oh ! dream, that com'st her sleep to cheer ; 

Oh ! take my shape, and play a lover's part ; 
Kiss her from me, and whisper in her ear. 

Till her eyes Bhine, 'tis night within my heart." 



i( 



THE POET LOVER. 
Sottfllet. 

Yes ! meet me with scorning, 
With insult and wrong ; 

To all this I'm returniivg 
The guerdon of song. 



"» 
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Oh ! cruel, while breathing 
Contempt, in each line, 

Your proud beauty I'm wreathing 
With verses divine. 

The sandal tree, sinking, 

Will perfume impart, 
To the axe, that is drinking 

The stream of its heart ; 
And, thus, while I'm falling, 

A prey to love's flame, 
Round your beauty I*m calling 

The odour of fame. 



HKART FOR HEART. 

Conflict. 

o'keeffe. 

What are Flutus* gilded toys. 

What compared to love's rich joys ? 

Toys that worldly mortals prize, 

Souls of finer sense despise : 
Free, together let us rove, 
Heart for heart, and love for love ! 

Free from tumult, frowns, and strife. 
Free from all, that burthens life. 
Blithely let us seek the plains. 
Where eternal pleasure reigns ; 
Free, togettiet Yet w^ love. 
Heart for bean, a.\i^\oNe^at\w^\ 
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THE LIP'S TASK. 

Move not thy lips, those soft blue eyes 

More deftly do their part, 
And plainly speak, in sweetest guise. 

The language of thy heart. 
Dear maid! 

The language of thy heart. 

Still I still thy heaving breast of snow. 

Thy deepening blush withhold ; 
All that my soul desires to know, 

Thy tender looks have told, 
Dear maid ! 

Thy tender looks have told. 

Yet for thy lips a task I'll find ; 

Oh ! press them close to mine ; 
And with that sweet seal ever bind 

Thy lover's heart to thine. 
Dear maid ! 

Thy lover's heart to thine. 



LRSBIA. 

^onglet. 

SWIFT. 

Lesbia for ever on me rails ; 
To talk of me she never fails : 
Now, hang me, but, for all heT «i.tt^ 
I Und that I have gaVned \ieT VcwcX, 
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My proof is thus : I plainly see. 
The case is just the same with me ; 
I curse her every hour sincerely, 
Tet, hang me, but I love her dearly. 



SAY NOT MY EYES LOOK BRIGHTER. 



Say not my eyes look brighter, 

My comrades kind and dear ; 
For, though my pains are lighter, 

I feel my end is near : 
Woe's chain through life hath bound me, 

But death now frees the slave ; 
And hate's shaft, raised to wound me. 

Shall fail to pierce the grave. 

If health and life were offered. 

Prolonged through many years ; 
I'd spurn the boon so proffered ; 

Then, dry those bitter tears. 
Bejoice that I am dying, 

Kind sharers of my love ; 
For, oh \ I feel I'm ftyiivg 
From woe, to bliss abo^e. 
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PASSING AWAY. 

IBttge :*onglet 

Passing away I passing away I 
To the cold, dark, grave — 
Passing away ! passing away I 
Nought can stay or saye. 
Mourn! mourn! mourn 1 
She goes ne'er to return. 

Passing away ! passing away ! 

Through the silent tomb — 

Passing away ! passing away ! 

To the soul's bright home. 

Cease ! cease ! cease ! 

To weep for those at peace. 



LAMENT 

FOR THE QUEEN OF KING JAME8 II. 

iBttfle iiong. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

HENRY OBATTAN CURBAN. 

The stone is laid o'er thee ! the fair glossy braid, 
The high brow, the light cheek, with its roseate glow; 

The bright form, and the berry, that dwelt^ aud eo^^^Ad& 
On those Upe, thou sage givexl «XL, «J\w^\a^^'^'^'^ - 
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Whatever of purity, glory, hath ever 

Been linked with the name, lovely Mary, was thine ! 
Woe I woe ! that the tomb, ruthless tyrant, should sever 

The ties, which our spirits, half broken, resign. 



The mid-day is dark, with unnatural gloom — 
And a spectral lament, wildly shriek'd in the air, 

Tells all hearts that our princess lies cold in the tomb — 
Bids the old and the young bend in agony there ! 



T LOVE THEE STILL. 



Bonglet. 



I hear a sweet voice erery day ; 

Oh ! how its tones my heart strings thrill ; 
For soft, and sad, it seems to say, 

** Though cold, and dead, I love thee still. 



•> 



" And soon we'll meet in that bright clime, 
•• Where woe no more thy heart can chill; 

"But all is joy through endless time; 
" There dearest \ lYvete— \!Yl\w^ tVvee atill. 
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THE BANSHEE'S WAIL. 

BfBS. DOWNING. 

Thy life was like the mountain stream, 

That in the rocky dell has birth, 
Now rushing, while its waters gleam. 
Exulting in the sim's warm beam ; 
And, when its wild waves brightest seem, 

Dark sinking in its native earth. 

Who, now, shall bid the clansmen speed 

The signal and the gathering cry ? 
Who, now, shall rein the stalwarth steed ? 
Who, now, shall urge the glorious deed? 
Who, now, the warrior clans shall lead. 

When the battle shout is nigh? 

Though many a noble one lies dead — 

Though groaning heaps around thee lie- 
Though many a gallant chief, who led 
His clans, o*er night, has bravely bled ; 
Though many a daring soul has fled — 
Yet, oh! what were they all, to thee? 

The day beam breaks on the green hill side, 

And gleams o'er hill and river ; 
And the Saxon banner is floating ^ide — 
With the blood of the hapless heroes dyed ; 
But M'Caura's boast, and M*Caura*s pride, 

Is faded, and lost, for ever. 
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FITZGERALD'S WIFE. 

DENIS SHINE LALOB. 

I saw her in her pride of bloom. 

Gazing upon her hi^sband's face ; 
While her dark tresses, like a plume. 
Fell o'er her in a wreath of grace ; 

And innocent, and pure, and young, 
She walk'd life's happy bowers among. 

I saw her when the sudden blight 

Had blanch'd her cheek, and dimmed her brow. 
And h^ heart's promise ta'en its flight. 
Upon the raven wings of woe: 

Making this loving, lovely thing, 
A child of tears and suffering . 

Her patriot lord is on the bier, 

His red sword in his soldier hand ; 
And in her hour of grief and fear. 
She sorrows for that better land. 

Where the redeeming God will speak. 
Comfort and succour to the weak. 

For her the birds of mom impart 

No pleasure in the matin hymn ; 
For death is in her silent heart. 
And her rapt feelings sleep with him. 
Who slumbers in tYie iiwnfcW «WLve» 
That waits the uii8ucce«^\«wi<i* 
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MY HARP. 

CALLANAX. 

Lady — the lyre thou bid'st me take 

No more can breathe the minstrel strain ; 
The cold and trembling notes I wake, 

Fall on the ear, like plashing rain ; 
For days of suffering and of pain, 

And nights, that lulled no care for me, 
Have tamed my spirit — then, in vain. 

Thou bid'st me wake my harp for thee. 

But could I sweep my ocean lyre, 

As once this feeble hand could sweep ; 
Or catch, once more, the thought of fire. 

That lit the Mizen's stormy steep ; 
Or bid the fkacy cease to sleep. 

That, once, could soar on pinions free. 
And dream I was not born to weep — 

Oh ! then I'd wake my harp for thee. 



And now 'tis only friendship's call. 

That bids my slumbering lyre awake. 
It long hath slept in sorrow's hall. 

Again that slumber it must seek ; 
Not even the light of beauty's cheek. 

Or blue eye beaming kind asid.iT«i&« 
Cmd bid its mournful uumbeia v^ev^B.^ — 

TbeD, lady, ask no lay itoia xaa. 



YL*^ 
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Tet if on Desmond's mountains wild. 

By glens I love, or ocean's cave, 
Nature, once more, should own her child, 

And give the strength, that, once, she gave ; 
If he, who lights my path, should save ; 

And what I was, I yet may be ; 
Then, lady, by green Erin's wave, 

I'll gladly wake my harp for thee. 



SUCH WAS THE EYE. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

W. H. MAXWELL. 

Such was the eye, that won my love. 
And thrilled me with its very glance ; 

And such the form, that once could move — 
The voice, could charm, the smile, entrance. 

I view thee, fiBiirest, and I sigh, 

Thou look'st so like, what once was mine ; 
Her red, red, lip, and sparkling eye. 

And voice, and smile, were just like thine. 

She's gone — inconstant as the wind. 
That wantons with the summer flower ; 

She's gone — ^but madness stays behind ; 
And heartless home, and joyless bowe x. 

A fading eye, a powerless hand. 
When, o'er tlie stfmgs, \\. fwn would stray ; 
Deserted steed, and idle \>t^u^. 
All tell me that my \ov^'% vw«3. 
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THAT SILVER TONE. 
Songlet. 

Why doth that silver tone, 
So wildly shake my heart upon its throne, 

Though wrapt in gloom? 
It is not love, for that long since hath past. 
Since she, who was my first love, and my last, 

Sank in the tomb. 

Ahl me that silver tone. 
Thrills through my heart, and seems my Ida's own. 

Though, now, she's cold : 
As, through the shell, the soft wind, breathing free, 
Sounds, like the murmur of the long lost sea. 

So loved of old. 



HOW OFT LOUISA. 



SHERIDAN. 



How oft Louisa hast thou said, 

Nor wouldst thou the fond boast disown. 
Thou wouldst not lose Antonio's love. 

To reign, the partner of a throne? 



THB 80N0S OF IAELAM0. 

And by those lips, that spoke so kind, 
And by this hand, now pressed in mine. 

To be the lord of wealth and power, 
I swear, I would not part with thine. 

Then how, my love, can we be poor. 

Who own what kingdoms cannot buy?. 
Of this true heart thou shalt be queen; 

And senring thee, a monarch I ! 
Thus, uncontrolled, in mutual bliss, 

And blest with love's exhaustless mine. 
Do thou steal treasures from my lips. 

And I'll take kingdoms back from thine. 



TRUK PLEASUKK. 
Sonfllet. 

B1CKEB8TAFF. 

Trust me, would you taste true pleasure, 
Without mixture, without measure. 
Nowhere shall you find the treasure. 
Sure as in the sylvan scene. 

Blest, who no false glare requiring. 
Nature's rural sweets admiring. 
Can from grosser joys retiring. 

Seek the simple aii^ %e;T^xv^. 
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AWAKE, 'TIS SPUING. 

Sonfllet. 

Awake sweet flowers — 'tis spring! 
Wake from your winter's dream again, 
And paint, with thousand hues, the plain, 
O'er hill and dale your carpet fling — 
Awake — 'tis spring! 



Awake sweet flowers — 'tis spring! 
Tour bells, like censers, raise once more ; 
And let your incense sweetly soar. 
To heaven, upon the zephyr's wing — 
Awake — 'tis spring I 



THE LILY OF THE VALLEY. 

Welcome, sweet lily of the vale ! 
Once more thy cheek, so brightly pale, 

In maiden beauty's seen. 
Of all the flowers, that scent the gale. 
That crown the hill, or deck the vale, 

I hail thee as the q\iccn\ 
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Thy large twin leaves of glossy green 
Enclose thee, in a verdant screen, 

And form tl^y lovely bower; 
And as thou'rt seen, the leaves between, 
Thou seem'st to me the sweet May queen, 

Supreme in beauty's power. 

The spring flowers, now, their soft charms bare. 
And all their lovely blossoms rear. 

To scent the balmy gale; 
But none, in beauty, can compare 
With thee, oh! fairest of the Mr, 

Sweet lily of the vale ! 



THE LINNET. 

What doth the gentle linnet say. 

So sweetly singing? 
•• All nature now," he saith, ** looks gay, 
*• For icy winter's passed away, 
** And spring delight is bringing. 

" With wood-notes wild, each leafy grove 

** Is gaily ringing; 
*< Sweet flowers, and songs, and sunshine, prove 
*' The season's come for joy and love, 
" And spring de\ig\A\B\«m»2a%r 
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FAREWELL. 
Song. 

CALLANAN. 

Though dark fate hath 'reft me 

Of all that was sweet, 
And widely we sever, 

Too widely to meet, 
Oh! yet, while one life-pulse 

Remains in this heart, 
'Twill remember thee, Mary, 

Wherever thou art. 

How sad were the glances, 

At parting, we threw; 
No word was there spoken. 

But the stifled adieu; 
My lips o'er thy cold cheek 

All raptureless past, 
'TwAs the first time I prest it, 

It must be the last. 

But why should I dwell thus 

On scenes that but pain. 
Or think on thee, Mary, 

When thinking is vain ; 
Thy name to this bo8om, 

Now sounds, like a knell; 
My fond one — my dear one, 

JFor ever— fareweU\ 
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THE EVERLASTING KOSE. 

JOHN ANSTEB. 

Emblem of hope I enchanted flower. 

Still breathe around thy faint perfUme, 
Still smile, amid the wintry hour, 

And boast, even now, a spring- tide bloom : 
Thine is, methinks^ a pleasant dream, 

Lone lingerer in the icy vale. 
Of smiles, that hailed the morning beam. 

And sighs more sweet for evening's gale ! 

Still are thy green leaves whispering 

Low sounds, to fancy's ear, that tell 
Of mornings, when the wild bee's wing 

Shook dew-drops from thy sparkling cell I 
With thee the graceful lily vied. 

As summer breezes waved her head; 
And now the snowdrop, at thy side. 

Meekly contrasts thy cheerful red. 

Well dost thou know each varying voice. 
That wakes the seasons, sad or gay; 

The summer thrush bids thee rejoice, 
And wintry robin's dearer lay. 

Sweet flower ! how happy dost thou seem, 
'Mid parching heat, 'mid nipping frost ; 

WMle gathering \)ea\xty from each beam. 

No hue, no grace, oit\i\W\%V»\.\ 
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Thus hope» 'mid life's seyerest days. 

Still soothes, still smiles away despair; 
Vlike she lives in pleasure's rays, 

And cold affliction's winter air: 
Charmer, alike in lordly bower, 

And in the hermit's cell, she glows; 
The poet's and the lover's flower, 

The bosom's everlasting rose I 



{ 



WHEN BEAUTY BLOOMETH. 

When beauty bloometb. 
And love cometh. 

Seize the hour : 
For love ne'er stayeth. 
Nor delayeth. 

Fast youth's flower. 
Bright, then, love beameth. 
And earth seemeth, 

Joy's fair bower. 

Young love ne'er flieth. 
Where snow lieth. 

On the brow; 
Nor e'er alighteth. 
Where care blighteth 

The heart's glow; 
But where youth bloometh, 
There love cometh. 

With his bow. 
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When love descendeth, 
Nought defendeth 

From his art; 
His bow he bendeth, 
And swift sendeth 

His bright dart. 
Fast! fasti itflieth, 
TiU it Heth 

In the heart 



TELL ME, MYRA. 

WILLIAM PRB8T0N, 

Tell me, Myra, tell me truly, 
Have you ever learned to love? 

If you have not, ask it duly, 
Ask it of the powers above. 

Love, dear Myra, is a blessing; 

Love adorns the brightest fieur. 
More than all the arts of dressing. 

More than gold and jewels rare. 

Love inspires delicious languor, 
Gives the soft bewitching tone, 

Healing grief, and soothing anger. 
Making every VieaxX VU onm. 
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Tou are now divinely handsome, 

But would you resistless prove — 
Charm us, beyond power of ransom, 

Myra, you must learn to love. 



MARY MAGUIRK. 
Song. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

FUBLONO. 

Ohl that my love and I, 

From life's crowded haunts could fly 
To some deep shady vale, by the mountain. 

Where no sound could make its way. 

Save the thrush's lively lay, 
And the murmur of the clear-flowing fountain : 

Where no stranger should intrude 

On our hallowed solitude, 
Where no kinsman's cold glance could annoy us ; 

Where peace and joy might shed 

Blended blessings o'er our bed. 
And love! love! alone still employ us. 

Still, sweet maiden, may I see. 

That I vainly talk of thee ; 
In vain, in lost love, I lie pining; 

I may worship from afar, 

The beauty- beaming star. 
That o'er my dull pathway ls.Qey% t^tCvc^v* 
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But in sorrow, and in pain. 

Fond hope will remain; 
For rarely from hope can we sever; 

Unchanged in good or ill. 

One dear dream is cherished still — 
Ohl my Mary, I must love thee for erer. 

How £ur appears the maid. 
In loveliness arrayed, 

As she moves forth at dawn's dewy hour; 
Her ringlets richly flowing. 
And her cheek all gaily glowing. 

Like the rose in her hlooming hower. 
Oh ! lonely be his life, 
May his dwelling want a wife, 

And his nights be long, cheerless, and dreary. 
Who, cold, or calm, could be. 
With a winning one, like thee. 

Or, for wealth, could forsake thee, my Mary. 



• THE HEABT AND GLOBE. 

Song. 

As the light gas lifts on high. 
Mounting buoyant through the sky. 
The silken globe and gilded car. 
And bears them, like a wild bird, &r 
Above the cloud, above the storm. 
Without scathe, and mx\iouX\i«rai\^ — 
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Even 80 the heart, upborne by love, 
Is raised all clouds of care above; 
And wafted o'er life's tempests high. 
Into the heaven of peace and joy. 

But if the globe and light gas part. 
Or gentle love desert the heart; 
Then heart, and globe, alike, are left. 
Of strength, and buoyancy, bereft. 
Awhile the globe may flap in air; 
Awhile the lone heart struggle here; 
But both will fall, alas! too sure. 
Without hope, and without cure ; 
Hopeless wrecks, their short course o'er. 
Broken, and crushed, to rise no more. 



LOVE, 

MB8. DOWNING. 

I never loved ; but once I dreamed. 

That there was some such passioned thin^, 
And visions o'er my night-bed streamed, 

Bright, and wild, and wildering. 
Oh ! it was such a dream, as one 

Would wish, disturbed, or broken never, 
And had it only lasted on, 

I'd be content to sleep for evet. 
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I know not what my slumber broke. 

Or what disturbed my fancy's birth; 
But when, with joy, I trembling woke, 

I found myself again on earth, 
And thought that if, alas 1 like this» 

The love will fade, which makes us blest. 
In life, with all its throbbing bliss, 

I*d rather 'twould not haunt my breast. 



YODNG TYBANT OF THE BOW. 

Sonfllet. 



REV. OEOBOE CBOLT. 



Young tyrant of the bow and wings, 
Thy altar asks three precious things. 
The heart's, the world's, most precious three, 
Courage, and time, and constancy. 



TesI love must have them all, or none, 

By time he's wearied, but not won; 

He shrinks from courage, hot, and high; 

He laughs at tedious constancy ; 

But all his raptures, tender, true, sublime. 

Are given to courage, conftXajac'j, wi^\Mcaa, 
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THE LOVER'S PRAYER. 

If I could think the day to see. 

When from my constant heart. 
Its love should pass away, and we 
Could tearless part : 

I'd pray that heaven would take me now, 

While clasped to thy fond breast ; 
Whilst my rapt soul drinks in thy vow 
Of love confessed. 

Sooner than feel thy gentle heart. 

No longer beat for me; 
Sooner than see thy love depart 
In apathy: 

Come sickness \ come the thousand pains. 

In which death steeps his darts ; 
But spare! in mercy, spare love's chains. 
That bind our hearts. 



GRREN LEAVKS. 
Sons- 

JAMES KENNEY. 

A sage once to a maiden sung, 
While summer leaves were growing; 

Experience dwelt upon his tongue, 
With love her heaxt >wa% ^\om\i%\ 
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'' The sammer bloom will fade away, 

AdcI will no more be seen ; 
These flowers, that look so fresh and gay, 

Will not be ever green — 
For the green leaves all turn yellow. 

" *Tis thus with the delights of love, 

The youthful heart beguiling ; 
Believe me, you will find them prove. 

As transient — ^though as smiling: 
Not long they flourish, ere they fade; 

As sadly I have seen; 
Yes, like the summer flowers, fair maid, 

Ohl none are ever green — 
For the green leaves all turn yellow." 



SWEET ARE THE FLOWERS. 
^ Sottglet. 

Ain>BEW CHEBBT. 

Sweet are the flowers, that deck the lawn. 
And spread their fragrance to the dawn; 
They shed a sweet and soft perfume, 
And in the face of nature bloom. 

Till some rude hand shall pluck them thence, 
To give more sweetness to the sense. 
Transplanting in some sterile ground. 
Where nature's blessings ne'er abound ; 
Forced from their pure and genial sky. 
They droop— they wVthw-i-^jVTvct, «lw^^\^. 
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ON YONDER GRAVE. 
Scnifi. 

CAIiLAVAN. 

On yonder graye, cold lies the turf, 
Besprent with rain and ocean's surf, 

So purely, freshly green ; 
And kneeling by that narrow bed, 
With pallid cheek, and drooping head, 

A lonely form is seen. 

Long kneels he there, in speechless woe, 
Silent, as she, who lies below. 

In her cold, silent room ; 
The trees hang motionless above. 
There's not a breath of wind to move 

The dripping eagle's plume: 
Well might you know that man of grief. 
To be Ivera's widowed chief. 



ROLAND AND EVA. 

Song. 

Fair Eva is laid 'neath the marble stone. 

In the old church-yard, so green, and so lone; 

Where the dead of past ages have heaved up the ground, 

And the hmies of out fathers lie mo\\\dL^f«\\^ ^xqmccA. 
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But why have they formed her tomh so wide? 

Whom have they laid by the maiden's side? 

In whose hand have they placed her hand? 

'Tis in thine! 'tis in thine! broken-hearted Roland. 

He, too, has been laid 'neath that marble stone, 
For he could not remain in this dark world alone ; 
When the soul thal^ first wakened his young heart to love, 
Had left him, and soared to the regions above. 



KNOW TE NOT THAT LOVKLT RIVER. 

GRIFFIN. 

Know ye not that lovely river? 
Know ye not that smiling river? 
Whose gentle flood, 
By cliff and wood, 
With wildering sound, goes winding ever. 

Oh 1 often, yet, with feeling strong, 
On that dear stream my memory ponders. 
And, still, I prize its murmuring song. 
For by my childhood's home it wanders. 

Know ye not, &c. 

There's music in each wind, that flows. 
Within our native woodland breathing; 

There's beauty in each.flower, that blows. 
Around our uaXvve ^oo^VaxA^x^aiOsixsst. 
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The memory of the brightest joys 
In childhood's happy mom that found us, 

Is dearer than the richest toys, 
The present vainly sheds around us. 

Know ye not, &c. 

Oh, sister! when 'mid doubts and fears. 

That haunt life's onward journey ever; 
I turn to these departed years, 

And that beloved and lovely river; 
With sinking mind and bosom riven. 

And heart, with lonely anguish aching ; 
It needs my long -taught hope in heaven. 

To keep this weary heart from breaking! 

Know ye not, &c. 



ALAS! SINCE TIS VAIN TO DISCOVER. 

LTS AOH T. 

Alas! since *tis vain to discover 

The torments I'm destined to feel, 
Since I dare not express how I love her, 

Feigned looks shall my anguish conceal. 
Yet, still, will I fly to soft sorrow. 

Each night as I welcome the gloom. 
Till warned by the glare of the morrow. 

The 'semblance of miitli 1 T^%\im^. 
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Bright genius, with sweetness united, 

So loyelily, beamed from her eyeal 
I gazed^ and, though lost, am delighted — 

Thus bliss may be blended with sighs. 
If my charmer enjoys every blessing, 

Some solace may soothe my sad pains; 
As tiie captiye, who hears of success in 

His country, may smile, though in chains. 



THE CRYSTAL FOUNTAINS. 
Song. 

EDWABO KENEALT. 

The crystal fountains of those eyes. 

Wherein lore wadeth; 
Those cheeks, before whose purple dyes, 

The red rose fadeth; 
Those smiles, wherein tiie blush of dawn 

Seems opening brightly;. 
All the sweet airs, that round thee fawn. 

Like graces lightly — 
Those only could not move 
My soul to love. 

What are they but a radient veil, 

O'er the shrine's glory? 
What do they, if they not detail 

Thy heaxVa \)x\%)ftX ^Xot'j'^ 
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Oh I dearer, far, than sunnj look, 

Or hlush of roses, 
The heart — ^more pure than purest brook, 
That veil encloses. 
Ask ye, then, what doth move 
My heart to love? 

That gentle heart, where virtue dwells. 

And meekness shineth ; 
Bound which her fairest, loveliest spells 

Kehgion twineth; 
Which seems, like storied Paradise, 

Always attended 
By brightest angels, from the skies, 
Newly descended — 
That heart it is doth move 
My soul to love. 



LET NOT LOVE. 

STEELE. 

Let not love on me bestow 
Soft distress and tender woe ; 
I know none, but real blisses, 
Eager glances, solid k\&8e«. 



^^ 
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I know not what the loyers feign, 
Of finer pleasure, mixed with pain ; 
Then, prythee, give me, gentle boy. 
None of thy grief, but all thy joy. 



WHEN SHALL I MABRY ME ? 

GOLDSMITH. 

Ah I me, when shall I marry me ? 

Lovers are plenty, but fail to relieve me ; 
He, fond youth, that could carry me, 

Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 

But I will rally and combat the ruiner: 

Not a look, not a smile shall my passion discover : 
She, that gives all to the false one pursuing her. 

Makes but a penitent — loses a lover. 



THOUGHTS. 

MBS. DOWMINO. 

They come when the sunlight. 
Is bright on the mountain ; 

They come, when the moonshine 
Is white on tYve loM^Xaiovv 
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At morn, and at even. 

By minutes, and hours, 
But not as thej once were. 

Of birds and of flowers. 

They come, when some token 

Of past days will rise. 
As a link to the present, 

And then they bring sighs ; 
They come, when some dreaming, 

Through hopes and through fears. 
Bushes on to the future, 

And then they bring tears. 

They come, when the ripple 

Is low on the lake ; 
And the plover is nestling 

By fountain or brake ; 
And the twilight looks out. 

With a star on its breast ; 
And they whisper, that all. 

But themselves, are at rest. 

They come, when the low breeze 

Is fanning the leaves ; 
They come, when the flower cup 

The dew-drop receives ; 
By night's noontide silence. 

By day's noontide hum ; 
At all times, oh I deeply, 

And darkly they come. 



oiiuuiu. c CI X uiavc viixs luauiiii^ seas. 

And hear the bursting tempest's sound, 
I could behold, with heart at ease. 

The storm's dread thunder roll around. 
For o'er the vessel, clothed in light. 
Would flit a guardian angel bright, 
'Midst every form of death to fire me. 
And still with love — with hope inspire me. 



Or, in the ranks of ruthless war, 

When vengeance bids the bosom glow. 
From my loved country wandering far, 
Where all is death, despair, and woe ; 
O'er my rude pillow, clothed in light, 
Would flit a guardian angel bright, 
'Midst every shaft of fate to fire me, 
And still with love— with hope inspire me. 
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Let hands off 1 as our fame you prize ; 

If your devoted slayes must die. 
All meaner arms, dear girl, despise — 

Trust to the lightning of your eye. 



SAIL ON. 
atcatole Song. 

Sail on I sail on ! our toil is done. 

My gallant tiny bark ; 
The summer sun, his race has run, 

And eve's soft shades grow dark : 
Then bear me home, across the foam. 

To where my hearth bums bright ; 
No more to roam, till morning come. 

And bathe the wares in light. 

The evening peals of village bells 

King gaily from the shore ; 
The song, that swells, so sweetly, tells 

The long day's toil is o'er. 
Then bear me home, across the foam. 

To where my hearth burns bright; 
No more to roam, till morning come. 

And bathe the waves in light. 

Yon gentle dove stoops from above. 

And sinks upon her nest ; 
All things, that move, around us, prove 

Soon comes the hour of ie«t. 



232 THE 80NO8 OF IRELAND. 

Then bear me home, across the foam. 
To where my hearth bur^is bright ; 

No more to roam, till morning come* 
And bathe the wares in light. 



SEE THE SIPE FSDIT. 

Songlet. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

JOHN D*AI.TON. 

See the ripe fruit ; oh ! were I such. 
That mellow hangs from yonder spray. 

To win your eyes, to woo your touch, 
And on your lips to melt away ! 

Were I a rose, in some fair bower. 
By thee selected from the rest ; 

To triumph in thy choice, an hour. 
And die — upon thy snowy breast. 



THE STAG WILL REST. 
Song. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

W. H. MAXWELL. 

The stag will rest, the foray o'er. 
And sun himself, upon the mountain ; 

The seal will bask, along the shore; 
The hind repose, \)esv^^^<&^Q\i'QNj^\Ti. 
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The soldier, when the battle's done, 

Will dream u|M>n his grassy pillow ; 
The seaman, when the port is won, 

Laughs at the dangers of the billow. 

But slighted love, with harpy fang. 
Consigns the heart to hopeless sorrow — 

A lasting grief — a withering pang — 
An endless night, without a morrow. 

The troubled wave of ocean sleeps ; 

The hottest field with evening closes ; 
But love betrayed, for ever weeps. 

And, only in the grave, reposes. 



MIDNIGHT. 
Song. 

GEORGE NUGENT BEYNOIJ)S. 

>iight, sable night, o'er heaven's profound 
Extends her solemn gloomy shade : 

No noise! no murmur breathes around. 
To wake the world in silence laid: 

Yet, while the hushed Creation sleeps. 
Her pensive vigil Julia keeps. 

Ye ghosted scenes, to fancy dear — 

Ye best beloved ideas rise; 
Ah ! in your once gay garb appear, 

And please me with your fair disguise 
Ah ! haste, relieve a heart distrest, 

Aiid sooth my sickly eoul to Te%\>. 
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Ah I gire those moments to my view. 
When life was mixed without alloy ; 

When all was pleasing, all was new. 
And chastened with a pensire joy : 

0*er scenes, like these, let fancy stray. 
And live, till life itself decay. 



OLD CHRISTMAS. 
Song. 

ffigh for the holly ! 
The holly, so bright and green : 

No melancholy. 
Around us, may, now, be seen : 
For Christmas has come, with his jolly red face, 

And his streams of nut-brown ale ; 
And all are bound, with their very best grace, 
To bid old Christmas hail. 

High for the holly ! &c. 

High for the holly ! 
The holly, so bright, and green : 

No melancholy, 
Around us, may, now, be seen : 
Then fill up your glasses, and draw round the fire, 

And send round the song and tale ; 
For all good fellows must now conspire. 
To bid old CYfflatmaa hail. 

High fox t\ve\vQW^ \ \fc^. 
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IF I MIGHT CHOOSE. 
StowatU 

JOHN ANSTBB. 

If I might choose, where my tired limbg ehall lie, 
When my task here is done, the oak's green crest. 

Shall rise above my graye— « little mound. 
Raised in some dieerfol Tillage cemetery — ' 

And I could wish, that, with unceasing sound, 
A lonely mountain rill was murmuring by — 

In music — through the long soft twilight hoiir»— 
And let the hand of her, whom I love best, 

Plant round the bright green grave those fragrant flowerS] 
In whose deep bells the wild bee loves to rest — 

And should the robin, from some neighbouring tree, 
Four his enchanted song — oh I softly tread, 
For sure, if aught of earth can soothe the dead, 

He still must love that pensive melody! 



PULSE OF MY HEABT. 

FROM THE IRISH. 
HISS BROOKE. 

As the sweet blackberries' modest blocmi. 
Fair flowering, greets the sight; 

Or strawberries, in their rich perftmie, 
Fngnnce and bloom unite*. 



286 THE 80NG8 OF IRELAND. 

So this fair plant of tender youth. 

In outward charms can vie. 
And, from within, the soul of truth, 

Soft beaming, fills her eye. 

Pulse of my heart, dear source of care, 

Stolen sighs, and loTe-breathed tows! 
Sweeter than when, through scented air. 

Gay bloom the apple boughs I 
With thee no day can winter seem. 

Nor frost, nor blast, can chill; 
Thou, the soft breeze, the cheering beam, 

That keeps it summer still. 



BOUSSEAU'S DREAM. 

CALLANAN. 

Life for me is dark and dreary ; 

'Every light is quenched and gone; 
0*er its waste all lone and weary. 

Sorrow's child I journey on. 
Thou, whose smile, alone, can cheer me; 

Whose bright form, still, haunts my breast; 
From this woxVd, ia'^vty) bear me, 

To thy own lv\g\i\iom<& ot i«bXi. 
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Hush I o'er Leman's sleeping water, 

Whispering tones of lore I hear; 
Tis some fond unearthl j daughter, 

Woos me to her own bright sphere. 
Immortal beauty 1 yes, I see thee. 

Come, oh! come to this wild breast; 
Oh! I fly — I bum to meet thee, 

Take me to thy home of rest. 



I LOVE THE FRIEND. 

WILLIAM PBE8T0N. 

I love the friend, I love the lass. 
That freely takes the circling glass, 
I love to see the dancing eye. 
With the wine in lustre vie; 
Or the coral lip combine. 
With the ruby of the vine. 
Fill it, fill the mantling bowl; 
Fledge me, every thirsty soul. 
'Tis perdition to old care, 
Pleasures to the young and fair: 
Fleasures, teeming, rising, flowing. 
Never cloying, ever growing. 
Fledge me, all ye young, and fair. 
'Tis perdition to old care. 
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Oft I Ve heard Frandsoo «ay. 
Wine WM but a bottied ray^ 
From the blessed orb of light, 
Giving sunshine in tiie night, 
Giving summer's g&aiaX heat. 
When December tempests beat. 

Give me light, the gloom to cheer; 
Quick a bowl of simshine here — 
Let meridian bumpers pass ; 
The sun delights to shine through glass : 
If claret bottled sunshine be, 
Eternal torrid zones for me. 



THE CHAIN OF GOLD. 

£onfllet. 



»» 



** Make! goldsmith make a chain xif gold, 

A noble knight once cried ; 
While, standing near that gtddsmitii old, 

His lovely daughter sighed— 
'< Oh! gallant kni^t, thy oountry's padde. 
What happy maid shall be thy bride ?" 



The goldsmith made Hie chain of gold{ 

Nor long bis daughter sighed; 
For rouod her neck the young loiight roBed, 

The chain, and fon^y cried-^ 
" Oh, channing maid, thy country's pride. 
Consent to be my lovely \)icv^<^\ 
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ALAS! THOU HAST NO WINGS, OH! TIME. 

BHBBIDAN. 

Alas! thou hast no wings, oh! time; 
It was some thoughtless lorer's rhyme. 
Who, writing in his Chloe's view. 
Paid her the compliment through you. 

For, had he, if he truly lored. 
But once the pangs of absence proved. 
He'd cropt thy wings, and, in their stead. 
Have painted thee with heels of lead. 



THE LADY I LOVE. 
Song. 

DIOBT 8HARKST. 

In the rush of the breeze through the skeleton trees. 
In the wearisome wail of the weltering seas. 
In the land-flood below, and the rain-cloud above, 
There's a voice — and it speaks of the lady I love! 

Through the colourless gray of this desolate day. 
O'er the murky perspective of gloom and decay, 
Like the gossamer, floats a fine web, fancy wove. 
And it's worked with the name of the lady I lov^l 
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In the night time, apart, should I dreamilj' start, 
As the phantom of jealousy flits near my heart, 
I am lulled by a Toice, like an angel's above. 
Singing ** Peace, for she's faithful, the lady you Iot 



THE ROVER. 
Songlet. 

The gay swallow coraeth. 

When rose-buds appear; 
But far hence he roameth. 

When winter is near; 
To the south's sunny bowers, 

He hasteth away. 
And deserteth his flowers. 

When touched by decay. 



None care for the swallow^ 

The gay summer bird: 
That flies, false and hollow. 

When storms are flrst heard; 
And all scorn the rover. 

Who courts wealth and power; 
And seems a true lover. 

But &eea NrYk&Ti ^^^^ Vs«^. 
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AURORA. 
Songlet 

ANDBEW CHEBBY. 

Aurora dawns, 
And o'er the lawns, 

She darts her golden raj'; » 
Now orient beams, 
In glistening streams, 

Proclaim the new-born daj. 

The fruitful soU, 
Rewards our toil, 

And makes our spirits gay ; 
Our labour done. 
To sports we run. 

And dose, with joys, the day. 



UP! SLUGGARD! UP! 

Up I sluggard, up! 'tis day! 'tis day I 

The sun is shining bright: 
See how the night mists roll away, 

Before his rising light: 
Lol where the lark on qulTering wings. 

Has far, far, skyward flown: 
And, as he, gaily mounting, springs. 

Hark to his orison. ^ 
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Up I sluggard up I while nature's face 

With momuig fireshness glows : 
See, tinged by dawn, each rural grace* 

Some new-bom beauty shows. 
Up I sluggard up I and range with me 

O'er hill and dewy rale; 
Toung day's birth see, and, joyooely. 

Hit first sweet breath inhale. 



THOSE ABBEY WALLS. 

SEV. joeiFB irrrzasBALift. 

Behold those abbey walls so gray. 

Oh I Where's yon turret's chime ? 
Songs of the blessed I where are they ? 

That swelled in olden iime. 
Where are those hallowed choirs at even ? 

That matin music, where? 
Those songs, that once were sung to heayen. 

Now angels sing them there. 

The sunlight of departing ere, 

The moonbeam glancing through 
The broken arches, teach to grieve. 

For hearts long broken, too. 
As o'er yon broken casement hangs. 

That wreaUi the iry makes, 
Thus round the heaxt «hall memory's pmigB, 

Cling dealer, irlule \%\iNflSlL&, 
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The green tree o'er thj altar bends. 

The long 'grass sweeps thy wall, 
Deeply her sigh the midnight sends, 

Along thy chancel hall : 
Of sainted memories, calm, and bright. 

No legend needs to tell, 
For story's pen must fail to write. 

What ruin paints so well. 



THE SMALL, GREEN MOUND. 

Why dost thou weep, oh I man of woes. 

And cry that nought can save ? 
Is not escape from all thy woes, 

Assured thee in the grave ? 
The small, green mound, that swells around 

The poor man*s lowly tomb, 
A shield is found 'gainst every wound. 

Seek, there, thy peaceful home. 

Grief ever clings to us bdow ; 

Still o'er us hangs some dread ; 
And joys but for a moment show. 

To pain us more, when fled : 
But when the mound shall swell around. 

And guard thy lowly tomb ; 
No woe can wound, but slumber sound 

Shall bless thy peaceful home. 
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DEATH. 

I dread thee not, oh I ruthless death. 

Though horror clothe thy breast ; 
Though writhing brow, and gasping breath. 

Thy ghastly power attest. 
Thy mansion is a home of rest. 

Though dark its portals show. 
And gives thy sorrow-stricken guest 

Escape from mortal woe. 

I dread thee not, oh ! ruthless death. 

Although thy subject bom ; 
For he, who grasps the shield of faith. 

May laugh thy dart to scorn ; 
Mayliigh defiance, fearless, fling 

At all the power of thee ; 
And boldly sing, death, where's thy sting ? 

Grave, where's thy victory ? 



THE DESOLATE ONE, 
i^ong. 

MBS. DOWNING. 

Silent and drear. 

With no fond one to mourn. 
The stranger's cold bier, 

0*er the palYi^tty , i& borne. 
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Unbononred, unknown, 

With no friend to deplore her, 
The wild spirit is flown. 

The dark tomb closes o'er her. 

And the low-murmured prayer. 

For that spirit is said, 
But no step lingers there. 

By the tomb of the dead. 

And wrapt, in the fold 

Of the winding-shroud — ^lone, 
And cheerless, and cold. 

Sleeps the desolate one. 



BENIGNANT GRAVE, 
S^onglet. 

Great tyrant — baffler of all time, 

Unchainer of the slave ; . 
Friend of the wretch, in every dime — 
All hail, oh I gravel 

To each poor wretch, with woes oppressed. 

And wrecked on life's dark wave. 
Thou, kindly, giv'st a place of rest. 
Benignant grave 1 
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Fiom foes, from misery, from shume. 

Thy cold, %ind, hand doth save ; 
All honour to thy awfal name, 
Sternal grave I 



DUST TO DUST. 

iStvge £onglet. 

Dost to dust, and earth to earth. 
Here our brother dear is sleeping; 

He, who loved us from his birth. 
Heeds not, now, our bitter weeping: 

lliough, for him, our tears be shed. 

Falling on his clay-cold bed. 

Tet, though dead, he is not lost — 
Short's the time, that death can sever ; 

Him we knew, and loved, the most. 
We shall know, and love, for ever ; 

Where the mourner's tear is dried. 

We shall meet, though he hath died. 



DEEP m THE FOUNTAIN. 



AMDBEW CHEBBT. 



Deep in the fountain of this beating heart. 

Free as the vital streams, from thence, that flow, 
Dear as my life, with which Td sooner part, 
Than forget to thee tihe ^^^X^^^l^'v^. 
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Unyarying with the varied change. 
Through coast, or climate, as we range; 

No, no, no, no, no, mother no, 

I'll ne'er forget the love, the gratitude I owe I 



Bljthe as the rays, that cheer the blushing mom, 

Pulsed in this heart, dear sister dost thou move ; 
Blest with each charm, that can thy sex adorn; 
Tet, sister, oh I dear sister, beware of love I 
Unvarying with the varied change, 
Through coast or climate as we range; 
Tes, yes, yes, yes, ohl sister yes, 
Beware, beware of love I 



WEEPIKG, MUBMURIRO, COMPLAINING. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Weeping, murmuring, complaining. 

Lost to every gay d^ght; 
Myra, too sincere for feigning, 

Eears the approaching bridal night. 



Tet, why impair thy bright perfection, 
Or dim thy beauty with a tear? 

Had Myra followed my direction, 
8be long had wanted <siNAi& isst !<«& . 
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MAEKED YOU HER CHEEK? 
Songlet 

SHERIDAN. 

Marked you her cheek of rosj hue? 
Marked you her eye of sparkUng blue? 
That eye, in liquid circles, moTing; 
That cheek, abashed, at man's approving. 

The one, love's arrows darting round; 
The other blushing at the wound : 
Did she not speak, did she not move. 
Now Pallas — ^now the queen of love? 



MILD MABLE KELLT. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

SAMUEL FEBOUSON. 

Whoever the youth, who, by heaven's decree, 
Has his happy right hand 'neath that bright head of th 
'Tis certain that he. 
From all sorrow is free. 
Till the day of his death, if a life so divine 
Should not raise him in bliss above mortal degree. 
Mud Mable Ni Kelly, bright coolun of curls! 

All stately and pure as the swan on the lake. 
Her mouth of white teeth is a palace of pearls, 
And the youth of the \axvd ax^ VyT^-^<Qk for her sake. 
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No strain of the sweetest e'er heard in the land, 
That she knows not to sing, in a voice so enchanting, 
That the cranes on the sand. 
Fall asleep, where they stand. 
Oh 1 for her hlooms the rose, and the lily, ne*er wanting 
To shed its mild lustre on bosom or hand. 

The dewy blue blossom, that hangs on the spray, 
More blue than her eyes human eye never saw ; 
Deceit never lurked in its beautiful ray-— 
Deac lady, I drink to jou^-slainte go hragh. 

To gaze on her beauty, the young hunter lies 

'Mong the branches, that shadow her path in the grove ; 
But, alas ! if her eyes 
The rash gazer surprise. 
All eyesight departs from the victim of love. 
And the blind youth steals home with his heart full of sighs. 
Oh 1 pride of the Gael, of the lily-white palm. 

Oh I coolun of curls, to the grass at your feet ; 
At the goal of delight and of honour I am, 
To boast such a theme for a song so unmeet. 



DREAMS OF THE HEART. 

:Son0. 

MBS. DOWNING. 

Passing away, passing away. 
The dreams of the heart are passing away; 
As the mist, that melts in the sunbeam's ray- 
As the rosy clouds of the paitmg da.^. 
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Bashing along, rushing along — 
With smiles in their train, and light, and song. 
They come, when the young thought of hope expands. 
Twining the soul witii their silken bands. 

For me, for me, tiiey are linge^Qg still, 

They hallow me, yet, from the dark earth's chillj 

But, already, I feel their fleeting power. 

Like the summer song of the bird in the bower. 

Ay 1 passing away, passing away. 

Already I feel they are passing away; 

As the mist, that melts in the sunbeam's ray — 

As the rosy clouds of the parting day. 



DEARLTl DEARLY! 

JAMES KENNEY. 

Dear Edgar should I ne'er again 
Behold tiiat face, I vow sincerely, 

My heart thy image shall retain. 
And ever love it dearly 1 dearly I 

I cannot weep, I heave no sighs; 

This heart was, ever, light, and cheerly; 
But Jaughing spirits, laughing eyes. 

Can love, and loye yo\k, ^kftaxV^X ^^aily 5 



TBB soiroa ov ibblard. 251 

YOWLL NEVER BE FORSAKEN. 

False friends, you saj, are fUling fiut, 

As ebbs my fortune's tide, 
Swept by dark sorrow's wintry blast, 

lake sere leaves from my side : 
But dry that sad tear, ere it fall. 

And your sweet smiles awaken ; 
For tho' I be forsook by all, 

Toull never be forsaken. 



The storm, that quenches friendship's ray. 

But fans the fire of love ; 
And, still, the darker grows life's day. 

The fonder I shall prove : 
Then dry that sad tear, ere it &U, 

And your sweet smiles awaken ; 
For though I be forsook by all, 

Tou'll never be forsaken. 



Anchored in truth.— sustained by lore. 

Earth's tempests I defy ; 
And should your lips in sorrow move, 

I'll fondly, thus reply : — 
Oh 1 dry that sad tear ere it fUl, 

And your sweet smiles awaken : 
For the' I be forsook by all, 

Yoall nerer \m fofmitoi. 
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HOPE. 
Song. 

BICKEB8TAFF. 

Hope! thou nurse of young desire, 

Fairy promiser of joy. 
Fainted vapour, glow-worm fire, 

Temp'rate sweet, that ne*er can cloy. 

Hope I thou earnest of delight. 
Softest soother of the mind. 

Balmy cordial, prospect bright. 
Surest friend the wretched find. 

Kind deceiyer; fiatter still. 
Deal out pleasures unpossest. 

With thy dreams my fancy fill. 
And in wishes make me blest. 



THE MAID I LOVE. 

i^onslet. 

The night descends on downy wings. 
And rest to weary mortals brings ; 
But, ah I no rest my heart can proT6b 
While severed from the maid I love. 

The dove sinks on his happy rest. 
Beside the mate he loves the best; 
Such joys, alaa I I ne'er can prove. 
While severed from l2!ftfcxBa2A\Vw^* 
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Nor night, nor mom, nor dewy eve* 
Can bid my bosom cease to grieye ; 
No joy or peace my heart can prove, 
While severed from the maid I love. 



AUTUMN. 
Song. 

MISS BBOWN. 

Oh I welcome to the corn-dad slope. 

And to the laden tree. 
Thou promised autumn — for the hope 

Of nations turned to thee, 
Through all the hours of splendour past, 

With summer's bright career — 
And we see thee on thy throne at last. 

Crowned monarch of the year. 

Thou comest with the gorgeous flowers. 

That make the roses dim. 
With morning mists, and sunny hours. 

And wild birds' harvest hymn; 
Thou comest with the might of floods. 

And glow of moonlit skies. 
And the glory flung on fading woods, 

Of tiionsand mingled dyes 1 

But never seemed thy steps so bright. 

On Europe's ancient shore, 
Since faded from the poet's sight. 

That golden age o£ ]foi«*» 
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For early harrest^home hath poured^ 

Its gladness ob the earth. 
And the joy that lights the princely board* 

Hath reached the peasant's hearth. 

Oh, thou, whose silent bounty flows 

To bless the sower's art, 
With gifts, that ever claim from us 

The harvests of the heart— 
If thus thy goodness crown the year. 

What shall the glory be. 
When all thy harvest, whitening h^e^ 

U gathered home to thee? 



FORGET THEE. 

JOBM o'DOKOOHUB. 

Forget thee, love I oh, sooner &r 
The flood of love and light. 

That fills yon bright and burning star 
Shall darken into night. 

Far sooner shall the spring forget 
To smile, when winter dies. 

And with rich pearls of sweetness wet 

Her own sweet cbUd the violet. 
And light ita deen^\>Vaa «3^. 
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Forget thee, love I oh, soonw fiir. 

The moon shall walk on high, 
Unsighed for by one loving star, 

Along that radiant sky : 
As soon the bird, that floods the brake, 

At twilight's solemn dose. 
His melting minstrelsy shall wake 
For meaner beauties, and forsake 

His own beloyed rose. 

Forget thee, lore I oh, sooner far 

Shall planets cease to glow ; 
The pole shall want its constant star. 

The blue shall want the bow : 
The broken lyre, whose soul is shed, 

Shall wake its trembling strain. 
And severed hearts, whence love hath fled. 
And hope for many a year was dead. 

Shall live and love again. 



WEBE I CROWNED WITH SUCCESS. 

SbonntU 

LYSAOHT. 

Were I crowned with success, with each happiness blessed. 

By fflory disting^hed, by fortune caressed, 

I would fly to my angel, and fall at her feet, 

A smile to implore, and a glance to intreat. 

But since 'tis my fiite, by adversity crossed. 

On the ocean ofUfe, like a baxk, to \^ Vma»^« 
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Swell high mj proud heart — her loved presence I'll shnn, 
Unpardoned, unpitied, unheard, and undone. 
The victim of feeling, the favourite of woe. 
No solace I'll seek for, no quiet I'll know. 
But if, haply, some praise may he placed to my namet 
If I merit the least sprig of laurel from fame. 
Perhaps, at life's close, she may give me a thought. 
And feel that my sufferings atoned for my fault. 



LOVE'S aENUNCIATION. 
Song. 

DIGBT 8HABKET. 

So hright she smiles, she holds us all. 
The gay, the grave, alike in thrall ; 
But, oh 1 how sad soe'er I he, 
I never find a sigh for me 1 

I've cast my fortunes at her feet. 
And would the sacrifice repeat. 
Could I hut hope, at length, to see 
That hosom heave a sigh for me 1 

So long a student of those eyes. 
To learn if love within them lies. 
Now every hope my heart must flee — 
There lurks nor tear, nor sigh, for me I 

Farewell, hright thing of smiles and joy. 
To whom true hearts are hut a toy I 
I fly, at least, NT\xct^\ws!Lit«ft, 
In hope\eBSi^e»% Xft «v^^qi ^'sfcX 
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THE ROSE OF AFFECTION. 

MBS. TZOHE. 

Oh 1 &ther, take the sweetest rose, 
For thee a daughter's hand has chose I 
•• Nay, 'midst thy ringlets let it twine, 
'* Or deck some younger hreast than mine.' 

Father, 'twas rear'd heneath my cares, 
And ahnoet foster'd hy my tears- 
Tears of affection, shed for you. 
Have often proved its hallowed dew. 

And I have likened the young flower, 
Which bloomed within my shelt'ring bower. 
To her, who, cherished by thy smile. 
Would droop but in affection's soil. 

Father! the simple offering take. 
And wear the rose for Ines' sake ; 
Thrice blest her hand, if filial cares 
May strew with flowers thy path of years. 



FBOM PLACE TO. PLACE. 

i^onglet. 



STEELE. 



From place to place forlorn I go. 
With downcast eyes, a silent shade ; 

Forbidden to declare my woe ; 
To speak till spokeu to a£m^. 
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M7 inward pangs, my secret grief, 
My soft, consenting looks betray ; 

He lores, but gives me no relief; 
Why speaks not he, who may? 



THE DELPHIC FIfiE. 

WILLIA.M PBESTOy. 

O'er Hymettos' flowery head. 
When the Persian myriads spread ; 
From her neck, with happy stroke, 
Athens smote the galling yoke. 
Then to tell the noble story, 
Bose the fane to Jove and glory : 
Deck'd with laurels set in blood, 
Freedom's awfiil temple stood — 
Sacred, unpolluted fires 
Eleutherian Jove requires ; 
Athens quenched within her bound 
Erery fire that Persia owned. 
That had gleamed — ^polluted light 1 
For Persia warm, for Persia bright. 
Belphos lent her hallowed flame — 
Where the Persian never came, 
Spotless from \rax\Ax\B.TL w vs ^ 
I>ure it gleamed, «iitsc»-\«jniTvj. 
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Let the youth, who seeks to proye, 
What is passion, what is love ; 
Who would feel a generous flame, 
Would the pride of loring claim ; 
Let him quench the sordid fires. 
Worldly wishes, base desires. 
Every spark distained of old 
By the savage love of gold — 
Let him from the virgin's eyes. 
Soothing words, and melting sighs. 
Gentle feelings, void of art. 
Catch the spark to warm his heart. 
Every throb and every glow 
Love must kindle, love bestow ; 
All his other hopes and fears 
X^et him quench with amorous tears. 



WHAT ARE OUTWARD FOBMSP 

* 

£onglet. 



BICKEBSTAFF. 



What are outward forms and shows, 
To an honest heart compared ? 

Ofb the rustic, wanting those. 
Has the nobler portion shared. 

Oft we see the homely flower. 
Bearing, at the hedge's side. 

Virtues of more sovereign power, 
Thau the garden's gayeSt^xv^A. 



( 
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NANCY COOPER. 
Song. 

FUBLONO. 

Oh I loyed one, how temptingly fair is that &ce» 

On which thousands have fj^azed hut to sigh^ 
How winningly smooth seems each motion of grace. 

When thy shape of soft brightness glides by. 
Though some, in thy absence, a throb may excite. 

When near thee their triumph is o'er; 
They shrink in thy presence — they fade in thy light. 

They droop and look lovely no more. 

Those brilliant gray eyes, with these tresses all cnrled- 

That bosom, where love holds his throne ; 
Dear 1 the^ are thy dowry, for what were a worid 

To him, that could call them his own. 
Of millions, the beauty seems blended in thee — 

But why on this theme should I dwell ? 
Through life there's but sadness and silence for me — 

Farewell 1 Nancy Cooper, farewell 1 



AllEEN AROON. 

Wilt thou stay, or come with me, loved Aileen Aroon? 

All are sleeping around, 'tis the summer night's noon ; 

All in slumber are bound, save the love-lorn eyes 

Of thy Kenneth, who waits thee beneath the night skies: 
AU IB BtUl, all is hushed, 'neath the sofb summer moon. 
Wilt thou stay, or come mti\x me^VsH^ IS^S^s^ns^ Ajcoon? 



THB 80N08 OF IRELAND. 261 

I hare passed through the shadow of Dermod's high tower ; 
But loTe saved thy Kenneth from Dermod's dark power ; 
Fleet and fierce is the bloodhound, that lies in his hall. 
But the light foot of love is the fleetest of all. 
All is still, all is hushed, &c. 

Six brothers of Kenneth, with bright skeans attend, 
Our bark to direct, and our flight to defend ; 
Each will lose the last drop of life's blood from his heart. 
Ere the kernes of dark Dermod shall tear us apart 
All is still, all is hushed, &c 

All is still, all is hushed, 'neath the dusk wings of night ; 
Now ! now I is the hour for our love-lighted flight : 
Let my fond arms bear thee to CorriVs dark shore. 
No power, then, can tear thee fi*om Kenneth O'More. 
All is still, all is hushed, &c. 



WHEN I SAT BY MY FAIR. 

DERMODT. 

When I sat by my fair, and she tremblingly told 

The soft wishes and doubts of her heart. 
How quickly old time, then, delightfully rolled. 

For love lent the plume from his dart 1 
From the blush of her cheek, how my bosom caught flame. 
And her ejrea spoke a foixdue8a,\ies 1^1^% HiQ\i2L\'^^*^'CA5&&. 
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But her cheek, that once livalled the eummer*8 full rose, 

Now as April's sad primrose is pale ; 
In her eye, now, no bright sensibility glows, 

Though I breathe forth truth's rapturous tale ; 
And thj moments, old time, that on downy feet fled, 
Ahl me, are, now, fettered, and weighty, as lead. 

Tet surely though much of her passion is past. 

Some sparks of affection remain; 
And the clouds, that her meek-beaming brow hare o'erosst, 

May be melted in pity's soft rain; 
If not, my wrung breast, to destraction I bare ; 
jPoi di«tr|iQtion itself is less hard than despair. 



WHILST I AM SCORCHED, 
i&onglet. 

PBIO&. 

Whilst I am scorched with hot desire. 
In yain cold friendship you return ; 

Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas 1 but make it fiercer burn. 

Ah I would you have the flame supprest. 
That kills the heart it heats too fast; 

Take half my passion to your breast. 
The rest in nnne «\^ eN^t^»s^>. 
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MOINA. 
Song. 

JOHN d'aLTON. 

Moinal farewell! — ^mj fated urn 

Awaits me on the field of gore ; 
I could not from the fight return, 

I would not — Moina lives no morel 
How drearily the time is traced, 

That holds me from my Moina's arms ! 
But soon together shall we restl 

Oh 1 for the hour of war's alarms 1 

The anzious maid shall leave her hall, 

To seek her lover on the heath ; 
His parting soul shall bless her call, 

*Twill cheer him in the worlds of death, 
lut who shall weep when I am gone? 

Or mourn the sad revolving day 
That sees me die? — I stand alone, 

The lovely Moina is-away I 



THE CASKET, 
i^oitglet 

BIOKEBSTATF. 

How much superior beauty awes, 
The coldest bosoms find; 

But with resistless force it draws. 
To sense and Bweelne^A ^ovck<^. 



^'L 
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The casket, where, to outward show. 
The workman's art is seen. 

Is doubly valued, when we know, 
It holds a gem within. 



YOU NEVEE BADE ME. 
Songlet. 

OBIFFIN. 

Ton never bade me hope, 'tis true, 

I asked you not to swear ; 
But I looked in those eyes of blue. 

And read a promise there. 

The vow should bind with n^uden sighs. 
That maiden lips have spoken — 

But that, which looks from maiden'a eyes. 
Should last of all be broken I 



I WISH I WERE A VERNAL BREEZE. 

BEY. C. MATUBIN. 

I wish I were a vernal breeze. 
To breathe upon that cheek of down ; 

Then I might breathe, without a fear. 
Then I might sigh, without a frown. 

I wish I were a burnished Hy, 
To sport in thine eye's sunny sheen ; 

There win my Taiptvae^\iwa ^oasSiRajcd, 
There daza\ed ^oo"^* wv^ ^^"oa^KKCL, 
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I wish I were a blushing flower, 
Within thy breast one hour to reign ; 

There I knight live, without a crime ; 
There I might die, without a pain. 



THE BOST TYRANT. 
Songlet. 

ANDBBW CHEBBY. 

Deep in my breast the rosy tyrant dwells, 
Piercing with cruel aim each poisoned dart ; 

And if my eye the love-lorn torment tells, 
It speaks the secret anguish of the heart. 

Kest, rest, silly flutterer rest ; 

Nor let thy pain my love betray ; 
Hope shall hush thee in this breast, 

And time shall chase each sigh away. 



DEFEND HER VOICE. 
Song. 

LORD BOSCOKMON. 

Winter, thy cruelty extend, 
TiU fatal tempests swell the sea, 

In vain let sinking pilots pray; 
Beneath thy yoke let nature bend ; 

Let piercing frost, and lasting snow. 

Through woods and ftelda ^e%\irQLC^c»tL vs«\ 
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Yet we, unmoved, will sit, and smile. 
While you these lesser ills create ; 

These we can bear; but gentle fate, 
And thou blessed genius of our isle ; 

From winter's rage defend her voice. 

At which the listening gods rejoice. 

May that celestial sound, each day. 
With ecstacy transport our souls; 

Whilst all our passions it controls, 
And kindly drives our cares away ; 

Let no ungentle cold destroy. 

All taste we have of heavenly joy. 



TO A POETICAL ENTHUSIAST. 
Sonnet 

DEBMODT. 

Youth I as thou read'st some celebrated page. 

Where fancy all her charmful powers displayed. 
Hast thou not cursed thy star with impious rage, 

That sunk thee, a dull blind worm in the shade? 
Aht fairer far thy calm, inglorious lot; 

Sweeter, though uninspired, thy leaden sleep; 
And, though by fame's obstrep^ous trump forgot. 

O'er thy green turf each neighbouring hind shall wc 
He, who these poUshed lines, so well, could form. 

Was passion's slave — was indiscretion's child; 
Now earth-enamoured, grovelling with the worm ; 

Now zeraph plumed, the wonderful, the wild I 
From his lone grave the tT«tTeW« X\«tv^ ^sa^a^ 
Touth I by his own red basxd, ^Jkj eaT«a. ^^^^ao^^ 
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NOW CHEEEIN6 DREAMS. 
iSonglet. 

JAMES KBNNEY. 

Now cheering dreams of fature joy. 

Again shall soothe my breast : 
My heart's sweet peace no cares destroy, 

Then, rest, fond flutterer— -rest. 

When hopeless passion racks the firame, 

*Ti8 like a frost — 'tis like a flame : 
By turns it fireezes — chills the soul — 

By turns the flames of anger rolL 



HEART'S EASE. 
i^ongUt. 

MBS. 8HEBIDAM. 

In gardens, oft, a beauteous flower there grows. 

By vulgar eyes unnoticed and unseen ; 
In sweet security it humbly blows, 

And rears its purple head to deck the green. 

This flower, as nature's poet sweetly sings. 
Was once milk-white, and heart's-ease was its name, 

Till wanton Cupid poised his roseate wings, 
A vestal's sacred bosom to inflame. 



No more the nymphs its snowy form possess 
Its white, now, changed to purple, by love's w 
Heart's-ease, no more — 'tis lore — in idleness, 



LOVE GBOWS NOT OLD. 

Love grows not old, though we decay; 
Though palsied hand and forehead gray 
Proclaim our loyes and joys are o*er. 
And bid us sigh and sue no more. 
Tis true each hour, which swiftly goes. 
More deeply dyes our brow with snows; 
'Tis true each slowly rolling year 
Drags us more near the mourning bier; 
But lore, still, lives, and, still, is young» 
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Trod gayly with the new-bom Eve, 
And round her soul essayed to weave 
His new-made nets, and sped the dart. 
Till then untried, against her heart; 
Then laughed to see how true the aim. 
And gloried in his rising fame. 



THE SHEPHERD'S DESPAIR. 

Bong. 

DEBMODY. 

My Lucy was charming and fair, 

Love shot all his shafts from her eyes ; 
So sweet, so commanding, her air. 

It could soften, at once, and surprise. 
Such pity, such tenderness, played, 

Serene, in her face and her mind; 
But the vision of hope is decayed, 

Though the shadow, still, lingers behind. 

My flute was melodious and soft. 

The joy of the pastoral throng ; 
The linnet would join from aloft. 

And Lucy embolden the song : 
My cheeks, which pale sorrow will fade. 

Were the red rose and lily combined : 
But the vision of hope is decayed. 

Though its shadows, ati\i,\\\i%ct\i^?K«A. 
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Ah I &ir as the blossoms of spring, 

Ahl how could that bosom be cold? 
More love lay in Corydon's ring, 

More wealth, than in Floridd's gold. 
The dotard, now, woos my dear maid. 

Now feels every rapture refined — 
Yes I the vision of hoi>e's quite decayed. 

Though the shadows still linger behind. 

No more to my flocks will I sing. 

No more tend the calls of my fold. 
No more shall the glad valleys ring. 

Since affection is bartered for gold ; 
I will fly, with despair, to the shade, 

I will die on some rude rock reclined ; 
For the visions of hope are decayed. 

Though the shadows still linger behind. 



OH! SAY NOT THAT MY HEART IS OOLD. 

BEV. 0HABLE8 WOLFE. 

Ohl say not that my heart is cold. 

To aught, that once could warm it; 
That nature's form, so dear of old. 
No more has power to charm it; 
Or that the ungenerous world can chiU, 

One glow of fond emotion. 
For those, who mai^e it ^«axe,x «till« 
And shared my "wVL9l ^e^oi^wi. 
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Still oft those solemn scenes I view, 

In rapt and dreamy sadness; 
Oft look on those, who loved them too. 

With fancy's idle gladness ; 
Again I longed to view the light, 

In nature's features glowing ; 
Again to tread the mountain's height, 

And taste the soul's o'erflowing. 

Stem duty rose^ and firowning flung, 

Her leaden chain around me ; 
With iron look, and sullen tongue. 

He muttered, as he bound me — 
*< The mountain breeze, the boundless heaven, 

" Unfit for toil the creature; 
*' These for the free, alone, are given — 

"But, what have slaves with nature?' 



k*> 



MOONLiaHT. 
Song. 

HBS. DOWNING. 

'Tis dancing on the river, 

'Tis shining on the hill, 
And where the ash boughs quiver. 

And the flowers sleep sweet and still; 
Oh t loved and distant one, when, last, 

I looked upon thy brow, 
'Twas such another moonlight. 

As this that's round me noir. 
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Its fairy beams are given. 

To rock, and wave, and shore; 
'Tis making even heaven, 

Look lovelier than before ; 
'Tis gleaming o'er the water's breast, 

O'er forest, crag, and brae; 
'Tis glaring in the wild bird's nest, 

And makes him think 'tis day. 

It flings its snowy whiteness, 

O'er the green earth, like a veil; 
'Tis turning, with its brightness. 

The star fires dim and pale ; 
'Tis lighting up the mountain, 

'Tis silvering the sea. 
But loved ones I lone and sad I turn. 

To weep and think of ye. 



THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND. 



FROM THE IRISH. 



JOHN D ALTON. 



Erin's the land of hospitable cheer. 

The day I left her was a day of woe ; 
There golden plenty ckwta \Jaft labourer's year. 
And shadowy gletia VilYiXMto^ Yl^ti^I ^^ . 
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Fair are her woodland paths and murmuring rills, 
Sweet is the stream, that from eachTOck distils, 
Bright are the dew-drops, glistening on her hills, 
I^d of my heart 1 O uileacan dubh 1 

Mark her thronged exiles, lingering on their decks. 
Their eyes, still, kindling with the hero's glow; 

The glossy ringlets curling down their necks. 
Have wrung reluctant praises from the foe. 

Land of Gadeliansl region of delight! 

Years shall not hold me from thy genial sight; 

ThoVlgh rich and great the country of my flight, 
I sigh for Erin, uileacan dubh 1 

Sweetly her new-mown meadows scent the gales. 
Large are the corn ricks her full bams can show; 

Happy the herds, that through her dewy vales, 
And clover pastures linger, blithe, and slow : 

Sorrel and cresses each fond stream delay ; 

Cuckoos their notes of love speak all the day ; 

While thrushes pour forth from each quivering spray, 
Their warbling songs, O uileacan dubh 01 



OH! IF AS ARABS FANCY. 

Song. 

JOHN AN8TEB. 

hi if, as Arabs fancy, the traces on thy brow, 
rere symbols of thy future state, and I could read them now, 
imost without a fear would I explore the mystic chart, 
elieviog that the world were wea\L to ^axVj^xi «<q£^^V^»scn»« 
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As yet to thy vntroiibled soul, m yet to thy yaaog ejes, 
The skies aboTe are Teiy hearen— tiie earth u paradise; 
The birds that ^moe in joyofos air— the flowers that hap^ 

be, ;i 

They toil not, neither do they spin, are they not i^ypes of thee? 

i 

And yet, and yet— beloTed child— to thy enchanted sight, 
Blest as the present is, the days to come seem yet more bri^ * 
For thine is hope, and tiiine is lore, and thine the ^iaoM 

power. 
That gives to hope its fiiiry light, to lore its richest dower. 

For me that twilight time is past— Aose smnrise ocdonis gone- 
The prophecies of childhood— and the promises of dawn ; 
And yet what is, tho' scarcely heard, will q»eak of whathu 

been, 
While love assumes a gentler tone, and hope a calmer mien. 



BRIGHT STAB OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Song* 

Bright star of knowledge, that, of yore. 

Shed over Zion's land thy beam. 
And led the magi to adore. 

The king, who roles, but to rede^n. 
Arise I arise t thy light restore. 

To guide the \^earj Nf«aA«t^x^% ^1«^ 
And rays of bea^enV? Y^o^\^\^ vs«x> 

Above the pVu«, t\i^ T^^% .2«fi^\«^ 
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Bright star of knowledge and of truth, 

Arise the darkened world above. 
And shed upon the mind of youth, 

The light of wisdom and of love; 
Arise I arise! thy light restore, 

To guide the weary wanderer's eyes, 
And rays of heavenly knowledge pour. 

Above the place, the young child lies. 



PURE IS THE GEM. 
Song. 

CALLANAN. 

Pure is the dewy gem, that sleeps. 
Within the rose's fragrant bed. 

And dear the heart- warm drop, that steeps 
The turf, where all we loved is laid; 

But far more dear, more pure than they. 

The tear, that washes guilt away. 

Sweet is the morning's balmy breath. 
Along the valley's flowery side ; 

And lovely on the moonlit heath, 
The lute's soft tone, complaining wide ; 

But still more lovely, sweeter ft\S!\, 

The sigh, that waUa a Me oi VW. 
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Bright is the morning's roseate gleam. 
Upon the mountains of the east; 

And soft the moonlight silvery heam, 
AboTO the hiUoir's pladd rest ; 

Bat, oh ! what raj ere shone from heai?eii. 

Like Qod's first smile en a soul forgive ? 



HOW SWEET THE TEAR. 
Song. 

ANDBXW CHSBBT. 

How sweet the tear that gently flows, 
I'rom eyes, that weep for others' woes; 
How blest tiie hand, that can impart. 
The balm, that heals the aching heart ; 
That can to grief its peace restore. 
Let soch be mine — I ask no more I 

No, no, no — ^I ask no more. 

How sweet to view pale sorrow's child, 
Who of his misery you beguiled ; 
No joy supreme can warm the breast. 
Like that, which gives the moumor rest, 
And can lost peace and joy restore. 
Let such be Trnn.e^-\ as^ tv^ xosn^ 
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BOW AWAY. 

idatcatole Song. 

Bow away ! row away ! for our day's toil is done, 
Row away ! row away I ere the set of the sun : 
See dose to the ocean his bright orb is rolled, 

Descending, 

And blending 
The azure with gold. 

Row away ! row away 1 ere the closing of day. 

We shall reach our lov'd cottage, that hangs o*er the bay. 

Now I now ! from its lattice our signal light mark, 

It lightens, 

And brightens, 
To guide our lone bark. 

Row away ! row away ! soon our loved ones shall say — 
Welcome back ! welcome back I with your rich scaly prey ; 
Our hearth shall blaze brightly, our ftill board declare. 

That daily. 

Right gaily. 
We fishermen fare. 



THE TRIUMPHS THAT ON VICE ATTEND. 

Sonfllet. 

GOLDSMITH. 

The trjumphs that on vice attend 
Shall ever, in confusion, end : 
The good man 8uffet%, bxA \ft \g8Mk, 
And erery yirtue Bpxviig^ itoisi'^v^'G^* 
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As aromatio plants bestow 
No spicy fragrance, while they grow; 
Bat crushed oir trodden to the ground. 
Diffuse their balmy sweets around. 



GONE FHOM HKB GHEEK. 
Song. 

BEV. CBABLBB WOLFB. 

Qone from her cheek is the tfummer bloom, 
And her dieek has lost its fiunt perftune, 
And the gloss has dropped from her raven hair, 
And her forehead is pale, though no longer fiiir; 
And the spirit, that sat in her soft, blue eye, 
Ib sunk in cold mortality ; 
And the smile, that played on her lip, is fled. 
And erery grace had left the dead. 

•lake slaves they obeyed hei* in height of power. 
But left her, all, in her winter hour ; 
And the crowds, that swore for her love to die> 
Shrank from the tone of her parting sigh— 
And this is man's fidelity I 

Tis woman akme, with a firmer heaft. 
Can see all those idoiia oiC life depart ; 
And Imve the moce^ andi «ooV2k^ ^^X^ssm^ 
Man ia Inauttax wteV^\MiA&Ktt^ 
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IE DEW EACH TREMBL[NQ LEAF INWREATHED. 

Song. 

FROM THE IRISH. 

MISS BALFOUR. 

The dew each trembling leaf in wreathed, 

The redbreast sweetly sung ; 
The balmj air with fragrance breathed 

From bowers with roses hung : 
The setting sun, still, faintly gleamed, 

Aad swift, and sweet, the moments flew 
With her, whose smile too artless seemed, 

To hide a heart untrue. 

But now o'er dreary scenes I range, 

Where, once, such beauties shone ; 
Yet blooming nature shows no change, 

Alas I 'tis all my own. 
Thetose, still, holds its lovely form. 

The dew, still, sparkles on the tree. 
But, oh ! the smile, that gave the charm. 

No longer beams for me. 



THE DAYS THAT ARE GONE. 

Sttig. 

8HEBIDAN. 

No more shall the spring my lost pleasure restore, 

Uncheered, I still wander alone. 
And, sunk in dejection, for ever de^VoT^ 

The sweets of the days, l\\at axe %otiq. 
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While the son, as it rises, to others shines bright, 

I think how it formerly shone; 
While others coll blossoms, I find but a blight. 

And sigh for the days, that are gone. 

I stray where the dew falls through moonUghted grores. 

And list to the nightingale's song ; 
Her plaints still remind me of long banished loves, 

And the sweets of the days, that are gone ; 
Each dew-drop, that steals from the dark eye of night, 

Is a tear for the bliss, that is flown ; 
While others cull blossoms, I find but a blight. 

And sigh for the dajrs, that are gone. 



THE WANDERER'S RETDHN. 

OBIFFIN. 

I Ve come unto my home again and find myself al(Hie, 
The friends I left in quiet there are perished all and gme-.* 
My father's house is tenantless, my early love lies low. 
But one remains of all that made my youthful spirit glow. 
My love lies in the blushing west — drest in a robe of green. 
And pleasant waters sing to her, and know her Ibr their 

queen; 
27ie wild winds fan her face, that o'er the diitaat billows 

ie ia my last remaining love— Jivy orfra^TKS NsftwMl'^swftfe, 
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I know Tve not the cmming got to tell the love I feeU 
^nd few give timid truth the faith they yield to Bcem: 

zeal, 
The friends who loved me thought me cold, and fell off one 

one, 
And left me in my solitude to live and love alone. 
But each pleasant grove of thine, my love, and stream, 

fervour know — 
For there is no distrusting glance, to meet and check 

glow- 
To every dell 111 freely tell my thoughts where'er I roam. 
How dear thou art to this lorn heart, my own, my is! 
home. 



And when I liit my voice and Sing unto thy silent iriiildefe. 
And echo wakens, merrily, in all thy drowsy glades^ 
There's not a rill — a vale — a hiU — a wild wood or stiU gro 
But gives' again the burning strain, and yields melov< 

love — 
Oh, I have seen the maiden of my bosom pine and die — 
And I have seen my bosom friend look on me doubtingly- 
And long— oh, long^— have all my young affections torn 

tomb — 
Tet Hmmi art all in all, to me, my own, my island hotiM« 



And now I bring a weary thing— a withered heaort to thee 
To lay me down mpon thy breast, and die there quieHy— 
I've wandered o'er— oh, many a shore, to die thia tert 

last— 
And my soul is glad— its wish is gained, and all my toiJ 

past. 



And the stream, beside whose gentle tide a child ] 

roam — 
JSlow pour its wave along my grave, my narrow Ida] 



THE BURIAL PLACE. 
Song. 

DEBMODY. 

Ah, me ! and must I like the tenant lie 
Of this dark cell, all hushed the witching song 

And will not feeling bend his streaming eye 
On my green sod, as slow he wends along. 

And, smiting his rapt bosom, softly sigh, 
'* His genius soared above the vulgar throng !'* 

Will he not fence my weedless turf around. 
Sacred from duU-eyed folly's vagrant feel ; 

And there, soft swelling in aerial sound. 
Will he not list, at eve, to voices sweet ; 
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Him, thwefbre, whom, eyen once, the sacred muse 
Has blest, shall be to feeling ever dear; 

And, soft as sweet, sad, April's gleamy dews. 
On my cold clay shall fall the genial tear ; 

While, pensive as the springing herb he views. 
He cries, '* though mute, there is« poet hoxe !" 



THE SOVEREIGNS OF THE SOUL 

Our triumph, brethren of the song. 

Though late, shall surely come ; 
And grateful mankind, yet, shall throng, 

As pilgrims to our tomb. 
Earth's tyrants may, by force, and crime. 

Maintain a brief control ; 
But we shall reign, defying time, 

The sovereigns of the soul. 

If from the bard shall never fall 

One soul-degrading word ; 
If honour's praise, and freedom's call. 

Amidst his songs be heard ; 
Though tyrants should, by force and crime, 

In chains such poet bind. 
He, yet, shall reign, defying t\m<^^ 

A sovereign of the mvad. 
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When, through the ranks of freedom's fight, 

Our thrilling yerse shall run ; 
When our sweet songs shall yield delight. 

Our empire is begun ! 
No tyrant, then, bj force or crime, 

Can o*er us hold control — 
Oh I then we'll reign, defying time. 

The sovereigns of the soul. 



SONGS. 
Song. 

Oh 1 tender songs ! 
Heart-heavings of the breast, that longs 

Its best-beloved to meet ; 
Tou tell of love's delightful hours. 
Of meetings amid jasmine bowers. 
And vows, like perfume of young flowers. 

As fleeting — but more sweet. 

Oh I glorious songs ! 
That rouse the brave 'gainst tyrant wrongs, 

Resounding near and far ; 
Mingled with trumpet, and with drum. 
Four spirit-BtiTrmg «\3LXsvmoTL« come. 
And urge tlieYieTottom\»a\iws!kft> 
And arm Vdm iot t\v^ ^«t • 
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Ohl mournful songB ! 
When Borrow*8 host, in gloomy throngs, 

Assail the widowed heart ; 
Yon sing, in softly soothing strain. 
The praise of those, whom death hath ta'en. 
And tell that we shall meet again. 

And meet no more to part. 

Oh 1 lovely songs ! 
Breathings of heaven ; to yon belongs 

The empire of the heart 
Enthroned in memory, still, reign. 
O'er minds of prince, and peer, and swain. 
With gentle power, that knows not wane, 

TiU thought, and life, depart. 



MY DEAB-MY NATIVE LAND. 

Sons* 

CALLANAN. 

And, oh ! my country, shall there be. 
From these wild chords, no pray'r for thee ? 
Land of the minstrers holiest dream. 
Land of young beauty's brightest beam, 
The fearless heart — ^the open hand — 
My own — my dear — ^my native land 1 

Oh I Britain, had we never known 
The kindling breath of freedom's zone, 
Or, vanquish'd, hadwQ«t>V!ilT^Tsx^\!kS^^ 
la slavery's deepest dxmgieoni ^doA^^^ 
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Without one ray of freedom's sun, 
To wake our sighs for glories gone, 
Such cheerless thraldom we might bear, 
With the dark meekness of despiur. 

But the chained eagle, when he sees 
His mates upon the mountain breeze. 
And marks their free wing upward soar. 
To heights his own oft reached before ; 
Again that kindred clime he seeks ; 
Bold bird, 'tis yain— thy wild heart breaks. 

Oh ! monarch ! by a monarch's name — 
By the high line from whence you came — 
By that, to d^ch proud spirit dear, 
The lofty name that dies not here. 
With life's short day — but round the tomb 
Breathes immortality's perfume — 
By royalty's protecting hand, 
Look on my dear — ^my native land 1 



THE MONARCH. 

ANDBEW CHEBBT. 

When through the frowning, darkened sky. 

Bright darts t\ie gulden ray, 
And scattering c\ou(ia, ^\«^t«fl!k%Al 
At dawn of new-bom ^7* 
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The gladd^ed earth, in cheerful green. 

Receives the welcome guest ; 
With equal joy the monarch's seen. 

Who makes his people blest. 



GOD SAVE THE QUEEN. 
Song. 

Qod save our gracious Queen ! 
Long live the people's Queen I 

God save the Queen I 
Long let Victoria reign, 
With glory ne'er to wane. 
Queen of the azure main — 

God save the Queen ! 

Long let her gentle yoke 
Bule British hearts of oak — 

God save the Queen I 
Let wisdom guide her right. 
Valour her battles fight. 
And love her isles unite — 

God save the Queen I 

Lord, in thy might arise 1 
Scatter her enemies ; 

Gk>d save the Queen ! 
Let her bright banner fly. 
O'er prostrate foemen high. 
On wings of victory — 

God save the Q,\&fi«a\ 
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^VVTiere it triumpbaat wayeB, 

Let it make free aU slaTea— 

God save the Queen 1 

And let Victoria be 
Hailed over land and sea, 
Champion of liberty- 
God save the Queen ! 



THE END. 



Punlon, JJroUiora, btema v 
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